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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

Maximilian, reigning Count Moor. 

Charles,^ „. 

^ vHis sons. 

Francis, J 

Amelia, hisni^ce. 

SpI£G£LB£RG,^ 
SCHW£IZ£R, 

Grimm, 

ScHUFT£RL£» - 

Roller, 
Razman, 

kosinsky. 

Herman, Bastard of a Nobleman. 

A Messenger from the Magistrate. 

DanieL) An old Servant of Count Moor's. 

Servants, Robbers. 

* The names of the Banditti were chosen by Mr. Schiller to 
convey some idea of their real characters. 



Libertines, afterwards Banditti *« 



SCENE, Germany. 

The time of the adion of the Play is in the reign of the £mpe«> 
ror Maximilian, (grandfather of Charles V.) in the beginning of 
the sixteenth century. This Emperor first established the Impe* 
rial Diet, which concluded a general peace between all the va- 
rious States that compose the Germanic £mpire. Before that 
time, the nobility and gentry were continually at war with each 
other ; the strongest imagining himself -Ut liberty, whenever he 
pleased, to attack the weakest, and commit outrage and depre- 
dation with Impuiuty. 
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^TPHE numerous obscurities which occur 
"*■ in the Tragedies of Mr. Schiller, arising 
from the peculiarities of the German Idiom, 
and from that energy of expression for which 
he is so remarkable, have many of them 
been misunderstood, or insufficiently ex- 
plained, even by the natives of Germany, 
and would have efFe6lually deterred me 
from so arduous an undertaking as a Tran- 
slation of the Robbers, had I not for the 
last six years been in the habit of stating and 
explaining these difficulties to many learned 
men in this country; and had I not another 
important advantage, that is, the assistance 
of some of the first English scholars, towards 
putting the present Translation into a com- 
pletely English dress. 

Mr. Schiller's Play of the Robbers has 
been several times translated into English, 
but the Translations have been so very im- 

perfeiS^^ly 
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perfe6lly executed, and have exhibited their 
original in so mutilated a state, as scarcely 
to leave a shadow of resemblance between 
them and the originaL Former Translators 
have not only left unexplained the most ob- 
scure passages, but have sometimes gone so 
far as to omif whole chara6lers and scenes, 
while their language, instead of representing 
the sublime dignity of Schiller, either rises 
into bombast, or dwindles into puerility. 

For these reasons, a faithful Translation of 
THE Robbers seemed to me much want- 
ing; and the very favourable reception of my 
former Translation of Count Benyoxvskr/y of 
which a second edition has lately appear- 
ed — added to the solicitations of a great 
number of my friends, has induced mc once 
more to call upon the attention of the Pub- 
lic, and I persuade myself that the present 
attempt will be found still more worthy of 
their favour. 

In the Notes which I have added, I have 
endeavoured to explain obscurities which 
occur in the original. 

As it is my intention to present the Public 
with a literal Translation, I have been par- 
ticularly careful to adhere as closely as pos- 
sible 
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sible to the style and language of Schiller, 
and not to change any of the expressions of 
the original, if I could any way avoid it* 
Many of these may appear rather harsh to 
an English ear ; and though there are sonskc 
which, however beautiful and striking they 
may be in the original, cannot but lose 
much of their spirit in a translation ; I have 
always endeavoured, with the most scrupu- 
lous exactness, to give the precise meaning 
of every word and phrase, and have adopted 
such expressions as seemed to accord best 
with the genius of the German language* 

The Tragedy of the Robbers is the ck^ 
d'oeuvre of Mr. Schiller, and perhaps the 
most excellent work of that kind known in 
Germany. 

The language is bold and ertergeticy highly 
impassionate, and adapted in every respect 
to express all that sublimity of sentiment 
which it is meant to convey. 

It tippeals equally to the two master emo- 
tions of the heart, terror and pity ; and the 
conflict of the passions is so strong and va- 
ried, that the mind of the reader never re- 
poses for a moment. 

5 We 



via 



AnVRTISEMENTT. 



We feel alternately the sensation of ahAor- 
rence^ anxiety, terrdr, compassion^ smd admi^ 
nation. ' ' 

The chara6ler of Charles Moor, the hero 
iDf the piece, is cjrawn in a manner that ap- 
proaches as near to perfe6tion as possible. 
BelieKring himself an instrument of ven- 
geance in the hand of the Ahnighty, for the 
punishment of the crimes of his fellow-crea- 
tores, he feels a kind of mournful satisfa6lion 
in fulBtling his dreadful mission, considering 
himself compelled to aft as he does. The 
reputation of this dramatic Work is univer- 
sally established, and all my readers will 
agree with mo in the assertion, that there are 
few productions superior to it. We admire, 
but not without surprize and horror. We 
stand upon the precipice with a mixture of 
astonishment and delight, we shudder while 
we gaze aroun^^ us^ • 
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ROBBERS. 



ACT /. 



SCENE I. 



francotua. 4tt 4p'^*KPif ^ t^ Caftle of Coma Moor. 

I 

Francis^ and the old Count Moor. 



FRANCIS. 

BiUT are you really well, father ! you look fo 
' pale. 

OLD MOOR. 

Quite well, my fon. — What hadft thou to fay 
to me ? 

FRANCIS. 

The poft is arrived. A letter firom our cor- 
refpondent at Leipzic k - 

B OLD 



2 THE robbers: 

OLD MOOR. [Eager/y.'] 
Any account of my fon Charles ? 

FRANCIS. 

Hem ! hem ! — Why, yes. . But I fear — ^if you 
are ill — or are in the leaft danger of being fo — 
let me — I will fpeak to you at a more convenient 
time. [Ha// afide.] Thefe are no tidings for a 
feeble frame ! 

OLD MOOR. 

Gracious heaven ! What am I to hear ? 

FRANCIS. 

Firft let me retire % moment, to flied a tear of 
companion for my loft brother — I ftiould be filent 
for ever — fince he is your fon — and I fliould for 
ever hide his infamy — ^fince he as my brother; 
but to obey, you is my firft melancholy duty. — 
Foi|five me tbep. 

OLD MOOR. 

Oh, Pharles ! Gharles ! J>idft thou but know 
how thy conduft racks thy father's heart ! That 
one fingle good account from thee would add ten 
years to my life — whilft now, alas ! every one I 
receive forces me a ftep nearer to the grave ! 

FRANC13. 

Is it fo, old man, then farewell — We will not 
to-day mourn * over your grave — 

♦ Literally, ** t^ar our A'air.** This idipm is very commoa ip 
. Gerinaoy to Txpri^fs a^dloo : as, 

SAe tore her hair with allfwrj imaginabii^ &c. 

OLD 
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OLD MOOR. 

Stop^there is but one (hort ftep to take-— 
let him have his will. [Sitting dawn.] " The fins 
'*of the fathers are vifited unto the third and 
^* fourth generation." — Be it fo. 

FRANCIS. 

[Takes the letter out of his pocket.] 
You know our correfpondent's hand-writing. 
Look! This finger of ray right hand wouM I 
forfeit^ dared I but to £ay he is a liar, a bafe and 
flanderous liar. — Be firm ! You will pardon me 
if I dp not fuffer you to read the letter yourfelf-^ 
indeed you cannot — ^muft not hear all. 

OLD MOOR. 

AM, all^— My fon, thou but fpareft me the 

crutches *. 

FRANCIS. [Reads.] 

" Leipzick, the i ft of May. 
*^ Your brother feems now to have filled up 
the meafure of his infamy ; I at leaft know 
none beyond that which he really has reached, 
but his genius may go beyond mine. — Yefter- 
day at midnight he took the heroic refolutiop, 
after having contra£ted debts to the amount of 
forty thoufand ducats" — (A pretty fum for 

pocket money, father;) *^ And after having 

* *< Thou kuf J^or^ me the crutches'' That is : The contents 
of the letter will bring me down to the grave inunediatelj \ fo 
that I (hall not live long enough to be in need of crutches. 

B 2 *^ diflioiioured 
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diflionoured the daughter of a rich' banker 
here, and mortjally wounded her lover in a 
duel, a gallant youth of rank, to fly froni the 
arm of juftice, with feven others, whom he 
had corrupted with his beaftly debauchery*." — 

Father ! for heaven*s fake, father ! what is the 

matter with you ? 

« 

OLD MOOR. 

It is enough.— rRead no more, my fon ! 

FRANCIS. 

I will fpare you. — " Warrants have been fent 
" after him to apprehend him ; — ^the injured cry 
** aloud for fati$fa£tion ; — ^a price is fet upon 

" his head — the name of Moor" No! my 

wretched lips (hall no longer murder a father. 
[Tears the letter.'] Believe it not, father! Belie*:c 
not a fyllable of it ! 

OLD MOOR. 

My name ! my fpotlefs name ! % 

FRANCIS. 

Oh, that he had never borne the name of 
Moor! That my heart beat not fo warmly for 
him! This blind mifplaced afFeftion, which I 
cannot extinguifli, becomes a crime for which I 
muft certainly one day anfwer at the judgment-- 
feat of heaven. 

** Beaftly debauchery — Literally, ♦* Carton life,*' Thus, iq 
Shakefpeare's juHus Cxfar, a^ Hi. fcene 1 . IVe find not this 
foul deed which /mells about the earth with carton men. 

OLD 
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OLD MOOR. 

• Oh, my profpefts ! my golden dreams ! 

FRANCIS. 

That I knew well. That is, indeed, what I 
always faid. " The fiery fpirit which blazes forth 
^* in the boy,*' you ufed to fay, " which makes 
" him fo fenfible to every charm of greatnefs and 
" of excellence; that franknefs, which difplays 
his whole foul in his eyes ; that tendernefs of 
feelmg; that manly fpirit; that youthful ar- 
*• dour; that undaunted boldnefs, and all the 
" noble brilliant virtues which bloflbm in this 
darling fon, will one day make him the delight 
of his friends, the pride of his country, the 

hero— the truly great man" See, now, 

father ! This ardent fpirit has difplayed itfelf, has 
expanded, and produced its excellent fruits.^ 
Behold this opennefs, how charmingly it has 
moulded itfelf into audacity ; behold this foft- 
nefs, how tenderly it wooed^ a bartot, how fen- 
fible it is to the charms of a Phryne ! Behold 
this brilliai\t genius, how entirely it has burnt 
out the oil of life in the little fpace of fix fhort 
years, fo that he crawls about a ghaftly fkeleton, 
and yet people are fo fhamelefs as to fay, it is 
merely the effect of debauchery, and that he is a 
martyr to love ! Oh ! behold this keen enter- 
prizing bead, how it forms and executes plans, 
before which the heroic deeds of a Cartouche 

vanifli 
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6 THE robbers: 

vanifli. But when this precious bloflbm has ar- 
rived at full maturity ! (for what can we expe£t 
perfeft from fuch a tender age?) Perhaps, father! 
you may yet live to enjoy the happinefs of be- 
holding him at the head of an armed band, re- 
fiding in the hallowed filence of the forefts, and 
waiting to lighten the weary traveller of half his 
burden. Perhaps, ere you go down to the grave, 
you may make a pilgrimage to a monument of 
his own erefting between heaven and earth.- — 
Perhaps — Oh, father ! — father — father — feek 
fome other name, or the very boys and the 
bawling traders of our ftreets, who have feen the 
portrait of your noble fon in the market-place at 
Leipzick, will point at you with their fingers. 

OLD MOOR. 

And thou too, my Francis ! thou too ? Oh, 
my children ! how well you aim at my heart ! 

FRANCIS. 

You fee, I alfo can be witty ; but my wit is a 
fcorpion's fting. — And as for that infipid — ^that 
cvery-day creature — the cold, lifelefs, (by Francis, 
and all the other pretty epithets which the con* 
traft between him and me fuggefted to you, when 
he was fitting upon your lap, or playfully pinch- 
ing you on your cheeks, he will one day die 
within the borders of his own ground, will moul- 
der away and be forgotten ; whilft the fame of 
this univerfal genius (hall refound from pole to 

pole 
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poIe-^Ha I This cold^ infiptd, fenfelefs Fraiicis, 
with uplifted hands, thanks heaven that he k not 
like him ! 

OLD MOOR. 

Forgive me, my child ; be not angry with a 
father^ who finds himfelf deceived in his expe£ta- 
tioQs. That God, who has ordained that I (hould 
ihed thefe tears through Charles, has likewife 
ordained thee, my Francis, to wipe them away. 

. FRANCIS. 

Yes, i&ther ! He will wipe thcni from your 
eyes. Your Francis will facrifice his life to pro- 
long yours. You are the oraple to whom I ihall 
apply for counfel in all my undertakings; the 
mirror in which I contemplate every thing. No 
duty is fo facred but I would willingly break it, 
if the violation of it might conduce to the pre* 
fervation of your precious life. Do you not be- 
lieve me, father ? 

OLD MOOR. 

Thou haft ftill great duties incumbent Od thee, 
my fon. God blefs thee for what thou haft been, 
and for what thou wilt be to me ! 

FRANCIS. 

Now tell me, frankly, if you could not call this 
fon yours, (hould you not be a happy man ? 

• OLD MOOR. 

Silence ! oh filence ! When the midwife firft 
gave him to my arms, I lifted him up towards 

heaven. 
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heaven^ and exclaimed^ Am I not a happy 
man ! 

FRANCIS. 

You faid fo ', but have you found it fo ? You 
envy the meaneft of your flaves, becaufe he is not 
the father of him. You will have forrow as 
long as you have this fon. This forrow will 
grow with Charles^ this forrow will undermine 
your life. 

OLD MOOR. 

Oh 1 he has already made me a man of eighty. * 

FRANCIS. 

N0W7— if you would rid yourfelf * of this fon ? 

OLD MOOR. 

[Starting up.] 

Francis ! Francis ! What fayft thou ? Wouldft 
thou I fhould curfe my fon ? 

FRANCIS. 

Not fo ! not fo ! You fliall not curfe your fon. 
Whom do you call your fon ? Him to whom you 
have given life, while he does every thing to 
ihorten yours ? 

OLD MOOR. 

An unfeeling child ! Yet ftiU he is my child I 
Still he is my child ! 

* Kidjovrjelf* Francis, took care b<K to ufe the word '' curfe ;" 
but his father underftood this ambi^ous expreflion. The on* 
^^x^)A^'TUHentacufern. - ' '• • - 

r .■•>.■• 
,'• - < . . 

FRANCIS. 
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FRANCIS. 

A inoft amiable precious child, whofe per- 
petual ftudy it is to have no father. Oh ! that 
you might learn to diftinguifh, that the fcales 
might fall from your eyes ! But your indul- 
gence muft rivet him to his debauchery: your 
fupport muft give it a fandion. You will per- 
haps take the curfe from his head^ but upon 
you, father! upon you will the curfe of con- 
demnation fall. 

OLD MOOR. 

Juft ! very juft l-*— Mine, mine alone is all the 
guilt. 

FRANCIS. 

How many thoufands, who have drenched 
themfelves with the cup of debauchery, have 
been reclaimed by fufferings ? And is i>ot the 
bodily pain, which accompanies every excefs, an 
indication of the divine will ? Should man pre- 
vent it by his cruel tendemefs ? Shall the father 
deftroy, to all eternity, the pledge entrufted to 
him ? Confider, father ! if you ftiould give him 
up for fome time a prey to his mifery, muft he 
not either change and amend his condu6t, or re- 
main incorrigible even in the great fchool of ad- 
verfity ? And then, woe to the father who ren- 
ders ufelefs the decrees of confiimmate wifdora 

> 

by hi$ indulgeince ! — Well, father ? 
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OLD MOOR. 

I will write to him, that I withdraw my pro- 
teftion from hfm. 

FRANCIS* 

In that you will aft properly and prudently, 

OLD MOOR. 

That he (hall never more appear before me. 

FRANCIS. 

That will have a falutary efFeft. 

OLD MOOR. [Tenderly.'] 
Till he becomes a different man from what 
he is. 

FRANCIS. 

Very right, very right ; but if he fhould come 
with the ufual pretence of the hypocrite, im- 
plore your compafEon, wheedle you out of your 
pardon, and go to-morrow and laugh at your 
weaknefs in the arms of his ftrumpets! — No, 
father ! He will return of his own accord, as 
foon as his confcience ihall have awakened 
him. 

OLD MOOR. 

I will write to hin> then this moment. [Goifig. 

FRANCIS. 

Stop ! One word more, father ! Your anger, I 
fear, might draw too harfh cxpreflions from )rour 
pen, cxpreflions which would cleave his heart 
afunder. Befides, do you not think he might 
interpret it already as a pardon, that you ftill 

efteem 
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cfteem him worthy of a. letter written by your 
own hand ? For that reafon, it would be better 
to let me write to him. 

OLD MOOft. 

Do my fon. — ^Ah ! it would indeed have broken 
my heart to have written to him. 

FRANCIS. [Suddenly. 1 
Do you confent i 

OLD MOOR. 

Write to him, that I have flied * a thoufand 
ttzts of blood — ^have pafled f a thoufand fleep- 
lefs nights — but do not drive my fon to defpair. 

I^RANCIS. 

Will you not lie down upon the bed, father ? 
You are vwy much aflfeaed. 

OLD MOOR. 

Write to him, that his father's hear t I tcli 
thee, drive not my fon to defpair. 

[Exit forrowfuUy. 

FRANCIS. 

[Follows kin wkh looks of mockery^ 
Be comforted, old dotard ! — Vou never will 
prefs him more to thy bofom ! The way to it is 
barred againft him. — You are feparated, as 
heaven is from hell. He was torn from thy arms, 
before thou kneweft it was pofSble thou ever 

* Raw Jhed. In the orginal this expreifioa is left dut, to 
make the fenfe fironger. 
t Havtpafid. This expreffioii it alfo omitted ia the original. 

couldil 
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couldft have defired it. — I muft, however, gather 
up thefe fcraps of paper. How eafily might my 
hand-writing be known ? [He gathers up all the 
fcraps of the letter which he had torn.] I fliould be 
a miferable bungler, indeed, if I could not, after 
having brought the affair thus far, tear a fon 
from the heart of a father, even though he were 
rivitted to it with iron bands. — ^Courage, Fran- 
cis ! The darling is gone ! A giant ftep towards 
the goal ! — And from her hc^rt too I mufl eradi- 
cate this- Charles, even fhould the heart follow. 
[fValking backwards and forwards hqfiily,] * I 
have a gr^at right to quarrel with nature, and by 
my honour 1 will make her my debtor. Why 
burden me with this mafs of deformity ? Why 
fo rigidly beftow it upon me alone? [Stamping 
upon the ground.] Death and deffruftion ! why 
on me alone ? No otherwife than if fhe had put 
a flop to the formation of men at my birth! — 
She confpired again ft me in the very hour of my 
conception. Well, then! thus do I now con- 
fpire againft her for ever.-^I will deflroy her 
mofl beautiful works, as I cannot claim any 
relationfhip to them. — I will tear afunder the 
union of fouls, fince I am excluded from it. 

< 

* A fimilar paifage to this appears in Shakefpeare's third part 
of Heary the Sixth, where Olofter addrefies the* dying King-^ 
AA V. Scene 6th. 

<^ I that have neither pity, love, sor/fear," ;&c. &c. 

She 
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jShe has denied to me the delightful play of the 
heart, the all-perfuafive eloquence of love. — - 
Thus then will I extort my wiflies with defpotic 
violence ; thus will I extirpate all thofe who fet 
ft, ireftraint upon me, fince I am not }ord. 



eaac 



SCENE II, 

AAfELiA approaches flowly from the Apartments in 

the back of the Stage. 

J^RAlifCIJ. 

She comes ! Aha ! my phyfic works !— rl per- 
/ceive it by her bold ftep. I love her not — but 
I will never fufFer another to enjoy fo many 
charms. They fhall find their grave in my arms, 
and (hall have bloffomed for no one elfe. Ha \ 
|ee there ! What is (he doing ? 

AMELIA. 

[fVithout having obferved him^ has torn a nojegay^ and 

treads it under her feet. ^ 

fRANCIS. 

[Approaches nearer with a malicious fmile.^ 
For what muft thefe poor violets fuffer this ? * 



* Literally, " Why muft the poor 'violets bathe if out I** This is 
a German phrafei and means, Tofuffer for ami/deed. 
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AMELIA. 

[Skrinks hacky and views him fnm head to fwt^ 
Thou here ? Welcome ! I wifhed to have thee 
here alone ? — Thee, of all in the wide creation ! 

FRANCIS. 

Fortunate ! fortunate ! And am I then, alone^ 
in all the wide creation, every thing to you ? 

. AMELIA* 

Thou ! thou alone— -with eatger impatience I 
have panted for the fight of thee ! Stay, I con- 
jure thee ! I feel relief when I can pour forth 
my bitter inve6tives to thy face, vile poifoner ! 

FRANCIS. 

Am I thus received !~Child, you are miftaken 
in your man ; go to my father, 

AMELIA. 

Father — Ha ! a father, who gives up his fon to 
defpair! At home, he pampers himfelf with 
delicious and coftly wines, and indulges his pat 
fied limbs on cufhions of down, while his great 
and noble fon is ftarving !-— Shame upon you, bar- 
barians ! Shame upon you, poifonous ferpents, 
you are difgraceful to humanity !— rhis only fon ! . 

FRANCIS, 

I thought that he had two fons, 

AMELIA. 

Yes, he deferves to have many fuch as thou art. 
Upon his death-bed will he in vain ftretch forth 
his feeble hands towards Charles^ and ihudder- 

ing 
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mg Oi^U he recoil, when he catches the ice*cold 
hwd o( his Francis. . Oh ! it is fweet, it is di* 
yiflf ly fweet, to be curfed by a father ! 

FRANCIS. 

You are raving, my love ; you are to be pitied. 

AMELIA. 

Oh I I entreat thee — Doft thou pity thy bro- 
ther? — No, monfter, thou hateft himi Doft 
thou not alfo hate me ? 

FEAKCIS. 

I ]ovc you as myfelf, Amelia ! 

AMELIA. 

If thou loveft me, can'ft thou well refufe mc 
one requeft ? 

FRANCIS. 

None, none ! if it is not more than my life. 

AMELIA. 

Oh ! if that is all ! A requeft which thoa fo 
eafily, fo willingly can'ft fulfil — [Pr(md/y}r-^Hzte 
me. I (hould be crimfon as fire with ihame, 
when I think on Charles, ihould I believe, for a 
moment, that thou didft not hate me? Wik 
thou promife now to hate me ? Thou wilt not ! 
Be gone then, and leave me. 

FRANCIS. 

Enchanting dreamer! How aftoniihed am I 
at thy tiender impaflioned heart, [pointing to her 
h/pm.] There, there^ Charles reigned like a 
diviaity in his temple, Charles ftood before thee 

*when 
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when awake ; Charles was the only obje^ of thjr 
dreams, the whole creation Teemed to thee to be 
abforbed in him alone, in him alone to be refle£tedj 
and to re-echo to thee him alone, 

AMELIA. 

\ With emotion.'] 
Yes, indeed, I confefe it. In dei^ite of you, 
ye barbarians, will I confefs it before all the 
world— I love him ? 

FRANCIS. 

Inhuman, dreadful! — ^Thus to recompence 
fuch love ! To forget her who — 

AMELIA. 

[Starting up.] 
What ! forget me ? 

FRANCIS. 

Did you not put a ring upon his finger ? A 
diamond ring, as a pledge of your faith ! — But, 
indeed, how can a youth refift the charms of a 
ftrumpet ? Who will blame him for it, when 
he had nothing elfe left to give away — And did 
not flie pay him for it with intfereft by her ca^ 
reifes^ her embraces ? 

AMELIA. 

[Impatient/yV] 
My ring to a ftrumpet ? 

FRANCIS. 

Fie, fie ! that is fhameful. But well, if it was 
only that 1 — ^A ring, be it as valuable as it may, 

is 
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is to be bought by every Jew on earth— Pethaps 
the workmanfhip of it may not have pleafed him 
^--perhaps he got a handfomer one in exchange 
for it. 

AMELIA. [fVarmfy.] 
But my ring— I fay my own ring ? 

PRAKCIS. 

Nq other, Amelia — Ha ! fuch a jewel! and 
on my finger! — and from Amelia! — Death itfelf 
fhould not have torn it off — Is it not fo, Amelia ? 
It is not the richnefs of the diamond, nor the 
beauty of the device — love conftitutes its value — 
Dearefl child, you weep! Woe to him who 
draws thefe precious drops from fuch heavenly 
eyes! — Ah ! and when you fhall know every 
thing, (hall fee him yourfelf, fee him in the form ! — * 

AMELIA. 

Monfter! How, in what form? 

FRANCIS. 

Silence, filence, lovely angel! do not prefs me ! 
[as if to himjelfy hut a/aud.'] If this vice had but 
a veil to hide it from the eyes of the world ! But 
when it fcouls horribly from the yellow leaden 
eye-ball ! — When it betrays itfelf in the deadly 
palenefs of, the haggard countenance, and ex- 
pofes frightfully the bones— when it faulters in 
the corroded throat; — when it bawls frightfully 
aloud from the trembling tottering (keleton— - 

C when 
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when It harrows up the inmoft marrow of the 
bones, and filthily neftles in the excavations of 
loathfome corruption — Oh! oh! it makes me 
fhudder. — You have feen that miferable wretch^ 
Amelia! who, in our peft-houfe, breathed out 
his lad ; Shame feemed to avert her modeft eye 
from him. You cried out, woe upon him. Re- 
call his image once more to your mind, and 
Charles ftands before you ! — His kiffes are pefti- 
lence, his lips poifon ! 

AMELIA. 

Shamekfs calumniator ! [ Turning from him.^ 

FRANCIS* 

Are you fhocked, are you terrified, at this 
defcription of Charles? Do you already flmdder 
at this faint pifture ? Go ! gaze at him yourfelf^ 
view your beautiful, angelic, godlike, Charles ! 
Go,dra:w in his balfamic breath, and fuflfer yourfelf 
to perifh by the ambrofial exhalations which 
fteam from his jaws 1 [Amelia covers her face^ 
What ardor of love ! what extacy in the em- 
brace ! — But is it not unjuft to condemn a man 
on account of his emaciated form ? Even in the 
mod deformed cripple, a foul of commanding 
admiration may fliine forth, as a ruby from the 
flioal. [Smi/ing malicioufly,'\ And from ulcered 
lips may alfo love proceed — But if vice fliakes all 
firmnefs of charafter, if with chaftity virtue alfo 

flies. 
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flies, as odour exhales from the withered rofe — 
If with the body the foul alfo becomes paralized — 

AMELIA. 

f 

[Rifing with warmth.'] 
Ha! Charles! Now I know thqe again! 
Thou art ftill the fame, entirely the fame ! All 
was a lie ! — Monfter ! thou knoweft it is impoffi- 
ble that Charles fhould be fuch as thou haft 
painted. \Francis Jlands for fometime abf orbed in 
thought, then fuddenly turns to go away.] Whither 
doft thou fly fo haftily before thine own in- 
famy? 

FRANCIS. 

[Covering his face^ 
Leave me, leave me 1— Give a free courfe to 
my tears-^Tyrannical father! thus to abandon 
the beft of fons to mifery — Accumulating infa- 
my I — Leave me, Amelia ! I will fall at his feetj 
upon my knees will I conjure him to lay upon me 
— upon me, the curfe which he has pronounced— 
to difinherit me — me, my blood — my life — my 
all. 

AMELIA. 

\^Falls upon his neck.] 
Brother of my Charles ; beft, deareft Francis ! 

FRANCIS. 

Oh, Amelia I how I love you for this unfliaken 

fidelity to my brother — Pardon me for having ven- 

C2 tured 
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tured to put your love to (b fevere a trial ! — ^How 
completely have you fulfilled my wiflies! — By 
thefe tears, thefe fighs, this heavenly refentment 
— for me, for me too ! — So exaftly do our fouls 
rrtove together in unifon. 

AMELIA. 

[Shakes her head!] 
No, no, by the chafte light of heaven ! not 
dft ^tOiit of him, not the frrtalleft fpark of his 
ffeelitig— 

FRAKCIS. 

It was, a fine calm evening, the laft before he 
departed for Leipzick, when he took me with 
him to that grove, where you fo often ufed to fit 
together abforbed in dreams of love — We re- 
mained long filent — At length he feized my hand, 
and faid foftly to me, with tears in his eyes : " I 
** leave Amelia, I know not — my mind fore- 
*^ bodes that it is for ever — Do not abandon her, 
** brother ! Be her friend — her Charles — Should 
'* Charles — never — return" — [He throws himjelf at 
Amelia's feet^ and kijfes her hand with rapure."] 
Never, never, never, will he 5 and I am pledged 
to him by a faCfed oath ! 

AA^ELIA. 

[Starting iack.] 
' Traitor ! now I def eft thee ! In that very 
gtOVe he bouftd ifte by an oath, if he (hould die, 

that 
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that I (hould admit no other love — Seeft thou, 
how impious, how deteftable thou art ? — Be gone 
from my fight ! 

FRANCIS, 

Thou knoweft me not, Amelia ! Thou know- 
eft me not ! 

AMELIA. 

Oh ! I know thee ; from this moment I know 
thee — and wouldft thou be like him? Before 
thee would he have weeped for me ? Before 
thee ! Sooner would he have written my name 
upon the public pillcwy ! Begone, this.moment ! 

FRANCIS. 

Thou wrongeft me ! 

AMELIA. 

Begone, I fay! Thou haft robbed me of a 
precious hour ; may it be withdrawn from thy 
life. 

FRANCIS. 

Thou hateft me. 

AMELIA. 

I defpife thee ; begone ! 

FRANCIS. 

[Stamping upon the ground with fury.l 
Soon ihalt thou tremble for this! — What! 
facrifice me to a beggar ! [Exit angry. 

AMELIA. 

Go, villain ! — Now I return to Charles— Beg- 
gar, did he fay ? Then this world is turned up- 

fide 



22 THE robbers: 

fide down ; beggars are kings, and kings are 
beggars ! — I would not exchange the rags with 
which he is clothed for the purple of monarchs — 
The look with which he begs muft, indeed, be 
a great, a princely look — a look which reduces 
to nothing the happinefs, the pomp, the tri- 
umphs of the rich and great! To the duft with 
thee, thou glittering bauble ! [^She tears the pearls 
from her neck.] Be you doomed to wear gold and 
filver, and jewels, ye great and rich ! Be you 
doomed to banquet on luxurious meals ! Doomed 
to indulge your limbs on the foft couches of 
voluptuoufnefs ! Charles ! Charles ! Thus am I 
worthy of thee. [Exit: 



SCENE III. 

On the Borders of Saxony — j4n Inn. 

CHARLES MOOR. 

[IValking backwards and forwards imjiakently.] 
Where can thefe fellows be loitering? — Surely 
they have taken fome booty — Bring jfome more wine 
here * — Evening approaches, and no poll yet-^- 
[Laying his hand on his hreqft,] Boy! boy! how it 
beats with thee here ! — Wine ! wine I I have 
need to-d^y of double courage, whether it be for 

happinefs 
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faappinefs or defpair. [ TAey ferve him ; he drinks ^ 
and Jets down the glajs with violence.^ The ac- 
curfed inequality of the world! — Gold rufts in 
the chefts of wretched mifers, and poverty lays 
an embargo on the boldeft enterprizes of youth — 
Fellows, who would rot to death ten times ere 
they would mifreckon the exorbitant intereft 
which they exaft from me, trip over my threfhold 
to dun me for a handful of pitiful debts — warm- 
ly as I preffed their hand — But one day more — 
In vain! Prayers — oaths — tears — all made no 
impreffion on their impenetrable hearts ! 



SCENE IV. 

If 

SPIEGELBERG wth Letters y the foregoing. 

SPIEGELBERG. 

Deftruflion! Deftruftion! One ftroke upon 
another I Damnation ! Do you know. Moor ? — 
Do you know ? It is enough to make one rave. 

MOOR, 

What's the matter now ? 

SPIEGELBERG. 

Do you alk ? read— Read yourfelf — Our trade 
is knocked up — Peace in Germany — ^The Devil 
' take the priefts. 

MOOR. 
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MOOR. 

Peace in Germany ! 

SPIBGELB^RQ. 

One may go and hang onefelf— What all con- 
tention* ^boliflied for evqr!— AU feuds prohi- 
bited on pain of death — Death aiid deftrqSion ! 
Jlot to death, Mqorl Pens will fcribble where 
our fwords flioqld have hacked, 

MOOR, 

[ Throws down his Jword^ 
Then let cowards and villains take the lead ; 
men may break their fwords in pieces.-— Peace in 
Germany ! Go, this news has for ever branded 
the^ with infamy— Goofe quills for fwords — No ! 
I will not admit the thought — I (hould drefs my^ 
felf in petticoats and chain down my will by 
laws — ^Peace in Germany! A curfe upon the 
peace which reduces that to the pace of a fnail 
. which Ihould foar like an eagle ! — Peace has never 
yet formed a great man, but war produces Colof^ 
fufes and heroes. — '\with ^mphafis'] Oh ! that the 
fpirit of Herman f ftill glowed in his afhe$ — Place 
me at the head of an army of fellows like myfelf, 
and true Germans — ^True Germans — But no, no ! 
it is all over ! the hour is come-^There is not one 
drop of the generous blood of Barbarofla remain^ 

FauJt'Recht Literally: Fift-right. 

t Arminius, Prince of the Cherufci, who defeated V^rus ^nd 
his legions in the tinxe of Auguftus. 
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ing in any of his race. I will renounce fighting, 
and retire to my father's quiet groves. 

SPIEGELBERG. 

What,' the devil ? Thou wilt not furely play the 
prodigal fbn upon us ? A fellow like you, who 
has written more upon faces with his fword than 
three fcribblers can blot into an order-book in a 
leap year. Pho ! fhame upon thee ! — Misfortune 
niuft not make a coward of a hero — 

MOOR. 

I will do as I have faid, Maurice ! And will 
not be afliamed of it. Call it weaknefs, if you 
pleafe, that I honour my father— It is the weak- 
nefs of a man, and he who has it not, muft be 
either a divinity or— a brute. Let me ever keep 
the middle courfe between them. 

SPIEGELBERG. 

Go ! go ! Thou art no longer Moor ! Doft thou 
forget, how many thoufand times with the flaflc 
in thy hand, thou haft laughed at the old mifer, 
and faid ; " Let him fcrape, and Yake up to- 
** gether, I will moiften my throat with it," — Do 
you remember it? Ha! Do you recolleft it ? OhT 
thou moft rafcally miferable boafter ! — That was 
nobly fpoken, but — 

MOOR. 

Curfe on thee, that thou remindeft me of it ! 
and curfes on myfelf that I uttered it! But it 

was 
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was only amidft the fumes of wine ; my heart 
confented not to what my tongue vaunted. 

SPIEGELBERG. 

[SAaiing its head.^ 

No! no, no! that^s impoflible. Impoffible, 
brother! That cannot be thy real intention. Tell 
me, dear brother, is it not neceffity, which thus 
changes thee ? Oh ! be not caft down, even fhould 
it be all over with us. Courage keeps pace with 
danger; valour raifes itfelf in the midft of diffi- 
culties. The fates muft intend us for great men, 
fince they fo thwart us on our way. 

MOOR, [angrily.^ 

I know not to what end we fliould have cou- 
rage now — if we ever had it before. 

SPIEGELBERG. 

Indeed ? and wilt thou let thy endowments 
wither ? Wilt thou bury thy talents? Doft thou 
think thy infamous deeds at Leipzick were the 
uti!nofl: limits of human genius ? But let us ifirft 
enter into the great world — Paris and London ^ — 
There we are knocked down if we ever falute 
another with the title of an honeft man. It is ad- 
mirable! it is enchanting! when we carry on this 
trade in wholefale ! — You may ftare as much as 
you pleafe ! Think how delightful to forge hand- 
writings, load dice, break open locks, and gut 
ftrong boxes — All thefe arts fhalt thou Jearn from 

Spiegel- 
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Spiegelberg ! The rafcal ought to be hung up on 
the firft gallows he comes to, who will die for 
hunger with ftrait fingers. 

MOOR. [Morticed.'] 
Ha ! haft thou gone to this length ? 

SPIEGELBERG. 

I believe, indeed, you miftruft me. Let me but 
become warm ; then (halt thou fee wonders ; 
that (hallow brain of thine fhall become ftagnant 
within your fkull, whilft my nimble wit is forming 
new plans. [Beating the Table^ Aut Cafavy aut 
nihil ! I will make thee jealous of me. 

MOOR. 

[Looks at him carelefsly."] 
Maurice ! 

SPIEGELBERG. 

[Rifes, hafii/y.] 
Yes, jealous ! — You fliall all be jealous of me. 
I will invent tricks at which you fliall be con- 
founded with aftonifliment— What a light breaks 
in upon me at the thought ! Great ideas dawn 
within my foul ! Giant-plans ferment in my crea- 
tive brain ! Curfed lethargy ! [Beating his forehead] 
which till now held my powers in chains, barred 
and fettered all my views; I awake, and feel 
what I am — what I muft be ! Go ! leave me ! 
You will all of you, fome time or other, be main- 
tained by my charity ! 

MOOR. 
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MOOE. 

Thou art a fool; Tis the wine in thy. hnm 

that makes thee chatter thus. 

spiEGEtBEHG. [More warmfy.] 
Spiegelberg," it will be faid, " art thou not 
a forcerer, Spiegelberg ? 'Tis pity, the king will 
fay, that thou wert not a general ! Spiegelberg, 
♦* thou wouldll have chafed the Turks through 3 
** button hole ! Yes, I hear the dofilors complain 
« — What pity it is that this man did not ftudy 
phyfic, he would have invented a new throat 
powder ! — Ah ! why did he not undertake the 
department of finance, will the Sully's * figh 
"in their cabinets; he wojuld have extrafted 
" gold by witchcraft put of the very ftones.'* — 
And thus Spiegelberg will be talked of in the 
eaft and weft — To the earth with you ! ye cow- 
ards, ye dolts, whilft Spiegelberg, with out- 
ftretched wings, will rife to the temple of glory. 

MOOR. 

Succcfs to your defigns ! Mount by the fteps 
of infamy to the pinnacle of honour. In the 
ihade of my paternal groves, in the arms of my 
Amelia, a more delightful pleafure awaits me. 
Only laft week I wrote to my father for pardon, 
concealed not from him the fmalleft circumftance, 
and where fincerity is, there is alfo compaffion 

* Suiiy was formerly a famous finance minifler in France. 

and 
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and aid. Let us take leave of each other, Mau- 
ricfe. We fliall meet to day, and never more. 
The poll IS arrived. My father's pardon is al- 
ready within thefe walls ! 



SCENE V. 

Efa€r SCHWEIZER, GRIMM, ROLLER, and 

SCHUFTERLE* 

ROLLER. 

Do you not know then that they are fearehing 
for us? — 

GRIMM. 

That we are not fecure for a moment from 
being apprehended ? 

MOOR. 

I am not furprized at it, let it be as it will ! 
Did you not fee Razman ? Did he not tell you of 
a letter, which he had for me ? 

ROLLER. 

* lie has been feeking you this long while ; I 
thought he had fomething to lay to you. 

MOOR. 

Where is he ? Where, where ? [gcmg haftify.'] 

ROLLER. 
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ROLLER. 

Slop ! We have appointed to meet him here— 
You tremble ! — 

« 

MOOR, 

I do liot tremble. Wherefore (hbuld I tremble ? 
Comrades ! this letter — rejoice with me ! I am 
the happieft man under the fun — Why fliould I 
tremble ? 

[Schweizer feats kimfelf in Spiegelber^s pace and 
drinks his wineJ] 



SCENE VI. 

4 

Enter Razman. 

MOOR. 

[Flies towards him.] 
Brother, brother ! the letter! the letter ! 

RAZMAN. 

[Gives him the letter y which he opens hajlily!] 
What's the matter with you ? You are as pale 
as a whited wall. . 

MOOR. 

My brother's hand ! 

ROLLER. 

What is Spiegelberg about ? 

GRIMM. 
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GRIMM. 

The fellow is mad. He makes geftures as if 
he had St.Vitus's dance. 

SCHUFTERLE. 

His wits are whirling round like a wheel. I 
think he is making verses. 

ROLLER. 

Spiegelberg ! Ha Spiegelberg ! — The beaft does 
not hear. 

GRIMM. 

[Siakes him.^ 
Fellow ! art thou dreaming ? or — 

SPIEGELBERG. 

[fVko has been all the time in the cwnery making 
geftures as if he were thinking on fome prajeHy ftart^ 
wildly upj andfeizes Schweizer by his throat J] 

Your purfe or your life ! 

Schweizer gently pujhes him againft the wall\ all 
laugh. Moor lets fall the letter^ and attempts to run 
out. Ahhjlart up.'] 

ROLLER. [Stopping him*'] 
Moor ! Where are you going. Moor ? What 
are you about ? 

GRIMM. 

What's the matter with him ? what can be the 
matter with him ? He is as pale as a corpfe. 

MOOR. 

• . . <• 

Undone 1 undone ! {Rujhes out.} 

GRIMM. 



€€ 
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) 
GRIMM* 

This muft be fine news for us ! Let us fee! 

ROLLER. 

[Takes up tig letter ^ and reads. ^ 
" Unhappy brother" ! [The beginning founds 
charmingly.] " In a few words I muft announce 
to thee, that thy hopes arc gone — ^Thou mayft 
go, thy father bids me tell thee, where thy in- 
famy leads thee. He alfo fays, thoii muft not 
^* attempt to implore mercy by falling at his feet, 
•* unlefs thou wouldft live upon bread and water, 
** in the deepeft dungeon of his caftle, till thy hair 
" becomes like eagles feathers, and thy nails like 
" their talons. Thefe are his owii words. He 
<^ deiires me to conclude the letter. Farewell for 
"ever! I pity thee*" 

" Francis MooR." 
schwriz£r» 
A fweet little brother, indeed ! Is the name of 
this viHain Francis ? 

SPIE6SLBERG. 

[Softly Jiepping nearer.'] 
Were not you faying fomething about bread 
and water ? A charming life indeed ! I have pro- 
vided better for you I Did I not fay, that I muft 
at laft fcheme for you all ? 

SCHWEIZER. 

What fays the blockhead? The jackafs will 
fcheme for us all ? 

SPIEGEL- 
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SPIEGELBERG. 

Poor miferable dogs ye are all of you, if you 
have not the heart to undertake fomething great. 

ROLLER. 

Why, we fliould be fo mdeed, thou art right — 
but will what thou wouldft have us attempt extri- 
cate us from this curfed condition? or will it not? — 
SPIEGELBERG. [JVithan ajfuming fmile.l 

Pitiful clown ! Extricate you from this condi- 
tion ? Ha, ha, ha ! — Extricate you from this con- 
dition ? And does not thy thimbleful of brain 
carry thee beyond this ? Why, juft fo much will 
carry thy mare to the (table ? Spiegelberg muft be ♦ 
a blockhead if he . Ihould only begin with that. 
Heroes, I fay, Barons — Princes— and Demi-gods 
will it make us ! 

RAZMAN. 

That*s a great deal at one ftroke, indeed ! But 
perhaps it will be a neckbreaking enterprize ; at 
leaft it may coft us our heads. 

SPIEGELBERG. 

Not thine, Razman ! I'll anfwer for it — it cofts 
nothing but courage, and as far as merit is con- 
cerned in the invention, I take that entirely to 
myfelf. Courage, I fay, Schweizer ! Courage, 
Roller, Grimm, Razman, Schufterle ! — Courage ! 

SCHWEIZER. 

Courage, why if that be all — I have courage 
enough to walk barefoot through the midft of hell. 

D . ROLLER. 



S4 THB robbers: 

ROLLER. 

And I have courage enough to box with the 
devil himfelf under the gallows for a condemned 
criminal, 

SPIEGELBERG. 

t 

That pleafes me I If ye have courage, then let 
any one ftand forth and declare, whether he has 
yet any thing to lofe, or whether he has not every 
thing to gain ? [J longjianfe.l No anfwer ? ^ 

ROLLER. 

Now ! what need is there of fo much palaver ? 
If it is what a man of fenfe can comprehend, and 
a niian of courage can execute, out with it. 

SPIEGELBERG. 

Well, then ! [He places himfetf in the midfi, and 
proceeds in a tone of entreaty?)^ If there yet fiow§ 
one drop of heroic German hlood in your veins — 
come ! let us betakeourfelves to the BoheAian 
forefts, there colle6l together a band of robbers^ 
and — What do you flare at ? — Has your fmall 
ftock of courage already evaporated ? 

ROLLER. 

Thou art not indeed the firft rafcal who has 
bid defiance to the gallows — and yet — ^what elfe 
have we left to ehoofe ? 

SPIEGELBERG. 

Choofe ! what ? Have . you nothing to ehoofe ? 
Would you lie confined in a debtor's dungeon, and 
(hrivel up till the blowing of the laft trumpet ? 

Would 
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Would you fweat with the fpade and mattock for 
a morfel of black bread ? Would you extort a 
meagre pittance from the populace, by finging 
miferable ballads before their windows ? or would 
you carry the mulket ? — But there is firft a queftion 
to be difcuffed — Whether they would truft your 
countenances ; — and then, from the fpknetic tem- 
per of an imperious corporal you fufFer purgatory 

in anticipation ; or run the gauntlet to the beat 
of drum, or in the paradife of the gallies drag 

along with you Vulcan's whole magazine of iron? 

See, what you have to choofe — Behold the only 

alternatives which offer themfelves ! 

ROLLER. 

Thou art a mafter in oratory, Spiegelherg, 
when it is to make an honcft man a villain — But 
tell me, one of you, wliere is Moor ? 

SPIEGELBERG. 

Honeil! fayft thou? Doft thou fuppofe thou 
fliak become lefs honeft hereafter than thou art 
It prefent ? What doft thou mean by honeft ? To 
take from the back of rich mifers a third part of 
Aeir care, which only deprives them of their 
golden flumbers ; to bring ufelefs gold into circu- 
latkm ; to reftore the equal balance of property ;! 
in a word, to bring back the golden age ; to rid 
Providence of the burden of many an irkfome 
penfioner ; to fpare it the trouble of fending war, 
peftilence, famine and phylicians — and thus, with 

D 2 every 
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every meal one enjoys, to have the flattering 
thought of having acquired it by our ingenuity, 
by lion-like courage, by our fleeplefs nights — to 
become refpefted by every clafs of mankind. 

ROLLER. 

And at laft, perhaps, to afcend towards heaven, 
while yet alive, and in defiance of ftorms and 
winds, in defiance of confuming time, to fwing 
amidft fun, moon, and ftars, where the birds of 
heaven are attrafted, to chaunt, of their own ac- 
cord, their divine drains ? Is it not true !: — And 
whilft monarchs and potentates are devoured by 
worms, to afpire to the honour of receiving ,vifit& 
from Jove's royal bird ? — Maurice, Maurice ! be- 
ware ! beware ! of the three-legged * beaft. 

SPIEGELBERG. 

I 

And does that frighten thee, daftard ! many a 
noble genius, who might have reformed the world, 
has rotted in the open air ; and do they not fpeak 
of fuch a man for centuries — for thoufands of 
years, while many a king and eleftor . would be 
overlooked in hiftory, did not the biographer fear 
a blank in the genealogical tree, and that he 
might not be able to fwell out the book a few 
leaves farther, which he is paid for by the Iheet 
with ready money — and when the traveller fees 
thee fwinging to and fro in the wind : — " This 

♦ Three- Ugg€d Uaft'^lke galluws in Gfrmany b formed with 
three pofis. 

" fellow 
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" fellow muft have had nb water in his brains, 
mutters he to himfelf, as he fighs over the mifery 
of the times. 

RAZMAN, . 

M afterly, Spiegelberg, mafterly ! Thou haft, 
like another Orpheus, lulled to fleep the howling 
beaft — confcience. Take me, juft as I am. 

CRIMM. 

And let them call it criminal ;*— what then ? — 
Cannot we always be prepared againft emergen- 
cies, by carrying in one's pocket a fmall dofe of 
powder, which will convey us without noife over 
Acheron, where cock never crows ? — Courage, 
brother Maurice! fo runs Grimm's creed too. 
(Gives him his hand.) 

SCHUFTERLE. 

Zounds ! What a hurly-burly is in my head — 
Quacks — Lottery — Goldmakers pell-mell and 
rogues. Whoever bids moft (hall have me*-- 
Take this hand, coufin ! 

SCHWEIZER. 

[Comes Jlowly forward and firetches out. his hand 

to him^ 
Maurice — thou art a great man ! or rather a 
blind fow has fmelt out the acorns. 

ROLLER. 

\After fome conjiderationy with a penetrating look 

at Schweizer.] . 
And thou too, my friend ! \PreJJing his right 

hand 
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hand with warmth.'] Roller with Schweizer — 
though he were going to hell ! 

SPI£G£LB£RG. 

[Lea/ling up wit A joy.] 
To the ftars, comrades — -Free paffage to Csefar 
and Catiline ! — Courage ! — ^Tofs off your glaffest 
— Health to the God Mercury ! 

ALL, [Empty their glajfes.] 
Health to Mercury. 

SFIEGELBERO. 

And now break up. To work! This day 
twelvemonth every one of us fhall be able to 
command an earldom. 

SCHWEIZER. [Afide.] 

If he be not firft broken on the wheel. [ They 

are going] 

ROLLER. 

Softly, children, foftly ! Whither fo faft ? The 
beaft muft firft have a head. Without a chief 
Rome and Sparta had fallen to the ground. 
SFIEGELBERO. \Complacf^ntly?^ 

Yes \ Stop ! Roller fpeaks right — And it muft 
be a fagacious, clear head-^A clever political 
head muft it be— ^Ha ! \With folded arms Janding 
in the midjl of them.] when I confider what you 
were but a moment finer, and what you are now; 
what you are become by one happy thought. 
Yesi indeed, indeed, you muft have a chief — ^And 

^ fuch 
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fuch a thought, own it yourfelves ! could not 
but fpring from a feniible political head. 

ROLLER. 

If it might but be hoped — or dream't of**-but, 
I defpair of his confent. 

SPIEGELBSRG. [Cajoluig.'] 

And why defpair, dear brodier f — Difficult us 
it is to guide the (hip buffetted by winds And 
ftorms — Difficult as it is to bear the preffure of 
a crown — Speak out boldly, friend. Perhaps,-^ 
perhaps — ^he yet will fuffer himfelf to be pre- 
vailed upon. 

ROLLER. 

The whole is nonfenfe if he be not placed at 
our head — Without Moor we are a body without 
a foul. 

SPIEGELBERG. 

\Going peev^ty away from Aim»] 
Idiot ! 



. SCENE VII. 

[Enter Moor. He Jialks hajiily up atid down the 
room, with wild emotion, talking to himfelf.'] 

' Men !— Men I fiaJfe hypocritical brood of cro- 
codiles ! Their eyes are water ! their hearts are 

brafs ! 
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.brafa! Kiffes upon their lips! daggers in their 
hearts ! Lions and leopards feed their young, ra- 
vens provide carrion for their food, and he:, he, — 
I have learnt to bear malice ; I can fmile at it, if 
my bittereft enemy offers me my own heart's 
blood to drink-r^But when love is banilhed from 
a father's bread \ Oh ! then take fire, noble hu- 
manity; degenerate into a tyger, tender-hearted 
lamb, and let every nerve diftort itfelf with rage 
and fury, 

ROLLER. 

Harke, Moor ! What think you of it ? Is not 
a robber's life better than bread and water in 
the dieepefl dungeon of a tower ? 

MOOR. 

Why is not this fpirit infufed into a tyger which 
gluts its raging jaws with human flefh ? Is this a 
father's fare? Is this love for love? Oh ! that I 
were a bear, to excite the bears of the north 
againtt this murderous race. — Repentance, and 
no pardon ! Oh ! that I could poifon the ocean, 
that men might drink death from every fpring ! 
Confidence, unfpeakable confidence in my father, 
and no pardon !-r-r 

ROLLER. 

Hear then, Moor, what I tell thee ! 

MOOR. 

It is incredible, it is a dream — Such a moving 
petition, fuch a living picture of mifery and ago- 

Pi??ing 
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rnzxng remorfe — ^The moft favage beaft would 
have been melted to compaflion ! Stones would 
have ftied tears, and yet — man would think it a 
wicked libel on the human race were I to de- 
clare it — ^and yet — Oh ! that I could found the 
trumpet of difcord through the whole creation, 
to ftir up air— earth — and fea — ^in contention 
againfl this race of hyenas ! 

GRIMM. 

Hear then! hear! Thou cahft not hear for rage. 

MOOR. 

Away ! away from me ! Is not thy name man? 
Did not woman bear thee ? — Out of my fight with 
thy human countenance I — I loved him fo un- 
fpeakably I Never fon fo loved a father ; I would 
have given a thoufand lives — [Fitrioufly Jiamping 
on the ground,'] Ha ! — Who will this moment put 
a fword into my hand> that I may give this vi- 
perous race a deadly blow ? Who will tell me, 
where I could aim at its heart — tear it — crufli 
it — annihilate it — He (hould be my friend, my 
angel, my divinity — I would worfliip him ! 

ROLLER. 

Be but advifed ! juft fuch friends vill we be 
to thee 1 

GRIMM. 

Come with us to the Bohemian foreftss we will 
ft^m a band of robbers, and thou-— 

[MOOR^^rw at iim.^ 

8CHW£I« 
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SCHWEIZER. 

Thou ibalt be our captain ! Thou muft be our 
captain ! 

SPIEGQLEERG. 

[TArows himjelf enraged into an arm chair.'] 
Slaves and cowards ! 

MOOR. 

Who infpired thee with that word ! Harke> 
fellow ! [Seizing Roller with ajlrong grifie.] Thou 
didft not draw that from thine own underftand- 
ing ! Who infpired thee with that word ? Yes, 
by the thoufand arms of death ! that we will, that 
we muft be ! The thought deferves deification ! 
Robbers and murderers ! As my foul lives, I am 
your captain ! ^ 

ALL. [IVith a loud shout. '^ 

Long live the captain ! 

SPIEGELBERG. 

\Rifing and muttering to himfelf.'\ 
Never — till he gets my confent ! 

MOOR. 

Look, there drop the fcales from my eyes ! * 

* Ther£ drop the fcales from my eyes — Scales^ in Germaa> is 
called, der Staar. ^ 

There are two expreffions to iignify blindnefs in the German 
Language. " The black- 5/a/2r-«-and the grey-5/a^r,' * The firft is 
.incurable, and the fecond is not. The literal iignliication of this 
word Stacar is "acataraA in the eye," or that thin film which 
grows over the furface of the eye and obdru^ the light. The 
operation to remove tlxisobAru^on is called << fo«fA/ff^.'* 

What 
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What a fool was I to wifli my felf back again in 
the cage ! — My foul thirds after deeds of valour; 
I pant for freedom — Murderers and robbers ! — 
With this word was all law ftamped under my. 
feet — Men renounced humanity towards me 
when I appealed to humanity ; begone from me 
then fympathy and all forbearance ! I no longer 
have a father, I have no longer love ; and blood 
and death fliall teach me to forget that any thing 
ever was dear to me ! Come ! Come ! Oh ! I will 
ftir up a dreadful havock ! 'Tis done, I am your 
captain ! Good fortune to the man among you 
who burns^ who murders in the moft atrocious 
manner, he (hall be recompenfed like a king — 
Come round me every one of ydu, and fwear to 
me fidelity and obedience, even till death, 

ALL, [g;ive their hands to him.^ 
Till death. 

SPIEGELBERG. 

[JValks uji and down in a ragei] 

MOOR. 

And now, by this right hand I fwear to you, 
here to remain your faithful and true captain, 
even till death ! This arm (hall make that man a 
corpfe who fears,^ or doijbts, or fteps back ! Let 
me fuflPer the fame from every one of you, if I 
break my oath ! Are you fatisfied ? 

ALL 
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ALL. [Tirowing their hats into the air.^ 
We are fatisfied, [Spiegelierg laughs malicioujly 
afide^ 

MOOR. 

Well, then, let us begone ! Fear neither danger 
nor death, for our deftiny depends upon an unal- 
terable fate ! Every one of you will have his end, 
be it upon a foft cufliion of down, in the rough 
tumult of battle, on the gallows, or the wheel. 
One of thefe is our fate. [Exeunt. 

SPIEGELBERG. 

. There is a vacancy in thy lift ! Thou haft omit* 
ted treachery. [Exit. 



END OF ACT THE FIRST. 
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ACT II. 



SCENE I. 

FRANCIS MOOR. 

[Alone in his Jjiartment.'] 

"^rhe phyfician is too tedious. — ^The life of an 
old man is an eternity. — And niuft my towering 
plans creep the flow lingering pace of human 
exiftence? Might we but open a new entrance 
for death into the fortrefs of life ? — By harafling 
the foul to kill the body? — I^a ! an original 
thought ! He who could effe£l this — would be a 
fecond Columbus in the empire of death ! — Con- 
fider. Moor — it were an art worthy of thy inven- 
tion And how muft I proceed ?.— What 

paffions prove moft inveterately hoftile to the 
principle of life? — Rage? — This half famifhed 
greedy wolf gorges hiinfelf too willingly 
Sorrow?— That wbrm creeps too tedioufly 
for me.—— Fbar? — Hope never allows herfelf 

to 
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to be overtaken.' [In a. malicious tone^ Are 

thefe all the executioners of mankind? — Is the 
arfenal of death fo foon exhaufted? — \ln deep 

meditation?^ How? Well? What?— Ha! 

[5/jr//>/f.] Terror! What cannot terror do? 
What is the power of reafon, hope, or reli- 
gion, againft this giant's icy-cold embrace ? — 
And yet ! yet ! if be fliould withftand this tem- 
ped too ? — Oh ! come, then, to my afliftance, 
GRIEF, and thou remorse, infernal fury-gnaw- 
ing ferpent, that ruminateft over thy prey ; and 
thou howling self-accusation, who layefl: 
defolate thy own habitation, and deftroyeft even 
thy mother !— ^Come alfo to my aid, ye benign 
graces, fweetly fmiling past, and thou blooming 
FUTURITY, wearing the overflowing horn of 
plenty, difplay in your mirrors the joys of heaven, 
whilft your flippery foot glides from his eager 
arms — ^Thus I follow ftrokc upon ftroke, ftorm 
upon ftorm, againft this frail exiftence, till the 
wbole hoft of furies clofes in despair! Tri- 
umph 1 triumph ! the plan is ripe. • 



SCENE 11. 
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SCENE II. 

FRANCIS. HERMAN. 

TRANCis. [^RefoMetyJi 

Well then ! [Enter her man.] Ha! Deus ex 
machina! Herman! 

HERMAN. 

At your fervice, gracious Sir ! 

FRANCIS. 

[Gives him his hand.} 
Which fervice thou doft not beftow upon one 
who is ungrateful. 

HERMAN. 

I have proofs of it. 

FRANCIS. 

Thou flialt have more very foon, — viery focn, 
Herman !-^I have fomething to tell thee, Herman, 

HERMAN. 

I liiien with a thoufand ears. 

FRANCIS. 

I know thee j thoja art a refolute fellow — Haft 
a foldier's-heart — An infinuating tongue ! * — My 
father has forely injured thee, Herman ! 

* An iTtfittuating tongue — Literally : Hcur upon thy tongue, A 
very commpn phrafe ia Germany, e. gr. Thii man hai hair upon 
his tongue ; /. f . He M a goofl orator. 

HER- 
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f 

HERMAN. 

Defltruftion be my lot if ever I forget it ! 

FRANCIS. 

That IS the word of a man ' Revenge becomes 
a warlike breaft. Thou pleafeft me, Herman. 
Take this purfe, Herman ! It fliould be heavier 
if I were matter. 

HERMAN. 

That is indeed my perpetual wilh. Gracioui 
Sir ! I thank you. 

FRANCIS. 

* 

Indeed, Herman ! Doft thou indeed wifli that 
I were matter ? — But my father has the ttrength 
of a lion, and I am the youngeft fon. 

HERMAN. 

I wifh you were the eldeft, and your father 
were as feeble as a confumptive girl- 

FRANCIS. 

Hai how would the eldeft fon then recom- 
penfe thee ! How would he raife thee to the 
light from the ignoble dutt which accords fo little 
with thy fpirit and nobility ! — Then thou (liouldft, 
as furely as thou ftandett now before me, be 
clothed in gold, and be drawn through the 
ftreets by four horfes; indeed fliouldtt thou! — 
But I fliall forget what I would fpeak of to 
thee — Hatt thou already forgotten the lady Edpl- 
reich, * Herman ? 

* Amelia Edelreich, The miftrefs of Charles Moor. 

HERMAN. 
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HERMAN. 

Death and deftruftion ! Why do you remind 
xne of her ? 

FRANCIS. 

My brother flily fnatched her away from thee* 

HERMAN. 

He fhall fuffer for it ! 

FRANCIS. 

She gave thee a refufal *; and I think my bro- 
ther treated thee with the utmoft indignity. 

HERMAN. 

I will thruft them both downwards into the 
lower regions. 

FRANCIS. 

He faid, that thy father was never able to look 
upon thee without beating his breaft, and ex- 
claiming with a figh : " God be merciful to me 
a finner I" 

HERMAN. 

Lightning! thunder! and hail! befilent! 

FRANCIS. 

He advifed thee to difpofe of thy letter of no- 
bility, and to mend thy ftockings with the pur ^ 
chafe money. 

* She gave thee a refufal \ literally, " She gave thee a ba/ket^** 
a common exprefRon in Germany for a lady's refusal of a 8uitor« 
as, He received a bafket from Mifs //..♦. 
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HERMAN. 

S'^eath ! Til tear out hk eyes with dielb nails ! 

FRANCIS. 

What ?— Thou becomeft enraged ?— What vio* 
lence canft thou offef to him ? — What can a rat 
do againft a lion ? Thy anger only fweetens his 
triumph. Thou canft do nothii^ but gnafli thy 
teeth, and vent thy indignation in gnawing ^ dry 
cr.uft, 

HERMAN. 

[Stamping on the ground!] 
I'll grind him to duft ! 

FRANC15. 
[Clafis him on thejiioulder.'] 
Fye ! Herman ! thou art a cavalier .^^ — ^Thou 
muli not let this infuljt reft quietly upon thee; 
thou muft not lofe the lady — ^J^o ! thou muft not 
allow that for all the world, Herman !— Death 
and deftruftion ! I would ftrive to the utmoft were 
I in thy place ! 

HERMAN. 

I fliaH not reft tilt I have them both under 
ground. 

PRANCIB. 

Not fo furioufly, Herman ! Come nearer 1-^ 
Thou ftialt poflefs Amelia. 

HERMAN. 

That will I, in fpite of f^ycvy devil ! — ^That I 
muft ! 
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FRAKCIS* 

Thou ihalt have her, I tell thee, an4 from my 
hand. — Come nearer, I fay. — ^Thou knoweft not, 
perhaps, that Charles i$ as good as difinherited ! . 

HERMAN. 

[Jpproaciing,'\ 
Incomprehenfible ! — ^The firft word that I have 
heard of iu 

FRANCIS. 

Be filent, and hear farther ! Thou (halt bear 
more Of it another time. — Yes, I tell thee, for 
thefe laft eleven months as good as baniflied; but 
already the old dotard begins to repent of his 
precipitate ftep, which I fuppofe indeed [laughing) 
he did not take of himfelf. The Lady Edelreich, 
too, preffes daily hard upon him with her com- 
plaints and reproaches. In fine,- he will feek him 
in all the four quarters of the globe, and if he 
difcovers him, good night, Herman ! Thou may- 
eft, when he goes with her to church to be mar- 
ried, fubmiffively hand him into his carriage. 

HERMAN. 

I will ftrangle him at the altar ! 

FRANCIS. 

His father will very foon refign to him his 
eftates, and live contentedly in one of his caftles. 
Already the proud obftinate man has the reins 
in his hands— already does he laugh at his ene- 

E 2 mies! 
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mies ! And I — I who defire to ennoble thee — I 
tnyfelf, Herman, fliall be obliged to bow before 
his threfhold. — 

HERMAN. 

l^fFitA warmth.^ • 
No ! As fure as my name is Herman, that you 
never fliall ! — If the fmalleft fpark of reafon ftiU 
glimmers within this brain, that you never ihall 1 

FRANCIS. 

Wilt thou prevent it? — Thee alfo, my dear 
Herman ! thee alfo will he caufe to feel his 
lafli.— He will fpit in thy face when thou meet- 
eft him in the ftreet : and woe unto thee, if 
thou but flirug thy flioulders or bite thy lip, — 
And thus ftands it with thy courtfliip, with all 
thy profpefts, with all thy plans. 

HERMAN. 

[Refo/ule/y.'\ 
Tell me! What fliall I do ? 

FRANCIS. 

Liften then, Herman — ^That thou mayeft per- 
ceive how I intereft myfelf in thy fate — go — dif- 
guife thyfelf — Let it be impoflible for any one to 
recognize thee — Get admiflion to the old man; 
pretend, that you are come direftly from Hun- 
gary^ and that you were with my brother in the 
laft engagement — that you faw him breathe his 
laft upon fhe field of battle. 
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HEI^MAN. 

Shall! be believed? 

FRANCIS. 

Pho ! Let that be my concern ! — ^Take this 
packet. There thou wilt find thy inftruflions at 
full length, and proofs befides, which might make 
doubt itfelf believe. — But fee that you immedi- 
ately, depart undifcovered ! Haften . through, the 
back gate into the court, and from thence over the 
garden-wall.-^Leave to me the cataftrophe of tht? 
tragi-cpmedy I 

HERMAK. 

And that (hall be : ** Long live our new ma(^ 
*' ter, the noble lord Francis Moor !*' 

FRANCIS. 

[Pats his cheeks.^ 
How cunning thou art ? — Then thou feeft, by 
this way, we may gain all our ends, and quickly 
too. Amelia relinquifties all her hopes. The 
old man attributes to hirafelf the death of his fon, 
and lickens — A tottering building requires no 
earthquake to fhake it to the ground. He will 
not furvive the news. I am his only fon. Ame- 
lia lofes all her hopes, becomes the fport of my 
will, and you may eafily conceive. — In fliort, 
every thing muft go as we could wlfh,' but thou 
muft not retraft thy word, 

HERMAN. 
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HERMAN. 

What do you fay ? [rejomng.^-^Soontr diall the 
ball turn back in its courfe, and rage in the en- 
tttils <>{ the markfman ! — ^Rely Upon tn^. Let 
me but proceied. FarewfeU. 

FRANCIS. 

[Calling afttr him^ 
What tfe)U 36ft thou doft for thyfelf. {FoU&ws 
him with his eyts U the €nd of the ftage^ at$d then 
breaks out into a hyjleric laugh'.] Ail eagernefsl 
all willingnefs ! How impetuoufly that rdfcal 
throws off his honefty, and leaps beyond the 
boundaries of honour to lay hold of an ihiigil^ary 
advantage, Which, if he were not infane, he muft 
be convinced he can never obtain — [ironically J] 
No ! it is unpardonable ! This fellow is himfelf 
Q fcoundrel, yet he trufts to the femblance of 
honefty in another. He carelefsly goes forth to 
betray an honeft man -, and yet when he finds he 
has been deceived himfejf, he will never forgive. 
Is this the boafted lord of the creation ?— Then 
forgive me, parent Nature, if I owe thee a grudge 
for that form thou haft given me. Complete thy 
work, by kindly taking from me every veftige 
of remaining humanity. — Man, thou haft loft all 
my efteem, nor in my confclence do I think it 
cruelty to praftice all I can invent to torment 
thee. [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE KL 
Old Moor's Bed-Ckambtr. 

OLD MOOR. AMELIA. 
AMELIA. 

Softly ! Softly !— He flwrrberfr \ [She^e^ Mp to 
him whUfi Jleeping?^ How anpiiable ! How vene- 
rable ! — Venerable as faints are painted. — No ! I 
cannot be angry wiA thy grey hairs' — I cannot 
be ang^ with you ! — Sleep on amidft the p^rfumtr 
of rofes — \^he fcatUrs rofes around i5/i»,]*— amidfft ^ 
the perfume of rofes may Charles a^ear in thy 
dreams.: — Awake in the perfume of rofes : I wi|l 
go and fleep in rofemary. [She is going!] 

OJ.D MOOR. 

[Dreaming,^ 
My Charles ! my Charles ! my Charles. 

AMELIA- 

[Coming Jhjily iack.] 
Hark ! His guardian angel has heard my 
pi:ayer — [J/^roaches very near to him.'] — 'Tis fweet 
to breathe the very air with which his nam^ 
mixes, — I will ftay. 



OLD 
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OLD MOOR. 

[Sti// dreaming.^ 
Art thou hereP-rr-Art thou indeed here? — 
Ah !— regard me not with that look of forrow ! — 
I am fufEciently wretched* [Moves himf^lf with 
difficulty.'] 

• ■ 

AMELIA. 

[Atvakemng him haftily^l 
Rife^ vincle !— it was a dream. 

OLD MOOR. 

[Half awake ^ 
Was he not here ? Did I not prefs his hands ? 
Did. I not inhale the breath of his rofes ?— 
Detefted Francis ! Wilt thou tear him from mv 
dreams too ?'* ' - 

» * ■ • 

AMELIA. 

' [Shrinking back J] 
' Heareft thou that, Amelia ? 

OLD MOOR. 

[Wakei:\ 
Where am I ?t— Art thou here, my niece ? 

AMELIA. 

You have enjoyed an enviable fleep. 

OLD MOOR. 

I was drieaming of my Charles. Why did I 
pot dream on ? Perhaps I fhould have obtained 
pardon from his own mouth* 

> « 

AMELIA. 
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AMELIA. 

\Withfweetnefs.^ 
Angels do not hate — He forgives you — [Pref' 
fing his hand tenderly. 1 Father of my Charles ! I 
forgive you. 

OLD MOOR. 

No, my daughter I The death-like colour of 
your cheeks contradids your heart. Poor maiden ! 
I deftroyed the happinefs of thy youth. Forgive 
not — only do not curfe me. 

AMELIA. 

LovCv has learnt but one mode of curfing. 
^* This,'* xny father — \_Sh^ kijfas hh hand with tm- 
dernefs.'] 

OLD MOOR. 

[Rifmg.] 
What find I here ? Rofes,- maiden ! Doft 
thou ftrew rofes on the murderer of thy love ? 

AMELIA. 

Rofes on the father of my beloved — \Falling on 
his ;^^r^]-^Since I cannot fcatter them qn hirpt 

OLD MOOR. 

Yet willingly woiildft thou have fcattered 
thfsm ! — And thou haft fcattered them on him, 
though unknowingly. Do you know this pic- 
ture ? — [Taking qv>ay the furtainfrom aJ^iSlureJ] 

« 

AMELIA. 
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Charles ! 



AMTECIA. 



OLD MOOR. 

Thus he looked when he entered his fixteenth 
year— now, how altered ! — Oh ! it tortures my 
foul ! This mildnefs is become mifawthropy— -this 
fmile, defpair! Is it not (b, Amelia? It was 
on his birth-day, in the bower of jeffamine, that 
you traced his likenefs. 

AMELrA. 

Oh? I fliall never forget that day! — ^Never 
again (hall I live to fee another like it f As he 
fat oppofite me, the crimfon refleftion of th« 
evening fun flione upon his countenance, his 
brown locks played carelefsly in the wind. At 
every ftroke of the pencil the poor maiden threw 
afide the pifture — the pencil fell — my trembling 
Jips imbibed the traces with rapture. The whole 
original grew in my heart. The outline of this 
painting ftill was feen upon the canvas, feeble 
and languid as the faint recolleftion of the foft 
mufick of yefterday. 

OLD MOOR. 

Proceed ! proceed! Your fancy makes me 
young again. — Oh I my daughter ! your mu- 
tual love caufed me fo much happinefs \ 

AMELIA. 
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AMBIiIA. 

[fViti ker ty$s fixid upon thepaure!] 
No ! no ! it is not I By heaven ! * that^s 
not Charles. — Here, here \-*-\Pomting to her heart 
and bofom.\ — So entirely different. The idle co- 
lour is not able to imitate the heavenly fpirit that 
beams from his eyes. Away vvith it ! this is like 
other men. — I was but a bungler* 



SCENE IV. 
Enter Daniel. 

PANISL. 

There is a man without who wiflies to fee you. 
He brings, he fays, news of the utmoft confe- 
quence. 

OLD MOOR. 

There is in this world to me but one thing of 
confequence — You know it, Amelia. — Yet, if it 
be an unhappy man who (lands in need of my af- 
fiftance, he fliall not go from hence unrelieved. 

[£^// DANIEL,] 

* By Heaven! literally. By God ! This expreilion in the mouth 
of a lady appears harih to an^Englilh ear; but, in Grermany, its 
common use removes every disagreeable sentiment. 

AMELIA. 
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AMELIA. 

If he is a beggar he fliall come up direftly . 

OLD MOOR.. 

Amelia ! Amelia ! fpare me ! 



*?! 



■ r w 



SCENE V. 

Enter Francis, and Hsrman difytifed. 

I 

FRANCIS. 

Here is the man. — Dreadful news, he fays, 
awaits you* Can you bear to hear it ? 

OLD MOOR. 

1 know but one thing that can be dreadful. — 
Come hither, friend, and fpare me not. Give 
iiim fome wine. 

HERMAN. 

[IVitk a feigned voice. ^ 
My gracious lord ! Do not blame a poor man, 
if unwillingly he pierces your heart with an- 
guifli. I am a ftranger here, but you I know 
well : you are the father of Charles Moor. 

OLD MOOR. 

How do you know that ? 

HERMAN. 

I knew your fon^^ 

AMELIA- 
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AMELIA. 

[Starting up.'] 
Is he alive I Is he alive ? Thou kneweft him ? 
Where is he ? where ? where ? — [Running off.] 

OLD MOOR. 

You knew my fon ? 

HERMAN. 

He ftudied at the univerfity of Leipzick. From 
thence he wandered through Germany, his head 
uncovered, barefooted, and begging his bread 
from door to door. Five months afterwards that 
dreadful war broke out between the Poles and 
Turks ; and as he had nothing left in the world 
to hope for, the found of King Matthias's vifto- 
rious trumpets attrafted him to Peft in Hungary ; 
let me, faid he to the king, let me die upon 
the bed of heroes : I have no longer a father! 

OLD MOOR. 

Look not on me, Amelia ! 

HERMAN. 

They gave him a pair of colours. He fliared in 
the glory of the viftories of Matthias. We lay 
together under the fame tent. He fpoke much 
of his old father, of better days that were paft, 
and of blafted hopes. — The tears ftood in both our 
eyes. 

OLD MOOR. 

[Hides his face.] 
' No more ! Oh ! no more ! 
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HERMAN. 

Eight days afterwards there was a hot engage- 
ment. I muft tell you, your £bn behaved like a 
gallant warrior. He performed prodigies in fight 
of the whole army. Five regiments near him 
were obliged to be relieved : — H/e ftood firm. A 
fliower of balls fell an every fide : your fon ftood 
firm. A ball (battered his right h^nd : h^ took 
the colours into his left, and fiill jiood fifm--r 

AMELIA. 

. [In e.xta/y.'] 
And ftood firm, £ather ! and ftood firm ! 

HERMAN. 

I found him in the evening of the battle oi^ thf 
£eld. He had fallen, after having received feve* 
ral fevere wounds. With his left hand be flopped 
the ftreaming blood : his right was buried in the 
ground — *^ Brother,' ' cried be, " it is reported 
" through the ranks that the general has fallen." 
— « He has fallen,'' faid I ; " but hovv art 
^' thou?''—" Well!" exclaimed he^ and re- 
moving his left hand, he added, ^' Let the maa 
^ who is a brave foldier follow his general as I 
do 1" Soon after which he breathed out the fouj 
of a real hero. 

' FRANCIS. 

[fVildly ruling towards Herman.^ 
May death feal up thy apcurfed lips ! Comeft 
thou hither to giv^ our fjither his death-bfow? 
Father ! Amelia ! Father ! 

HERMAN. 
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H£RMAN« 

It was the laft requeft of my dying comrade. 
^ Take this fword/' faid he, his voice faultering, 
" you fliall deliver it to my aged father, with the 
*^ blood of his fon ftiU upon it. He is revenged : 
" he may coo^ratulate himfelf. Tell him, his 
*^ curfe has hunted me into battle and to death, 
^' and that I fell — indefpair/* His laft figh was — 
Amelia ! 

AMELIA. 

[Starting fjft, muck agitated^] 
His ht& fi^, Amelia ! 

OLD MOOR. 

[Shrieking aloud and tearing his hair.^ 
My curfe driven him to death ! — Fallen in de- 
fpair I 

HERMAir. 

Here is the fword, and here is a picture too, 
which he took from out his bofom. It refembks ' 
this lady. " This to tay brother Francis," faid 
he. I know not iwhatt he would have faid far- 
ther. 

FRANCIS. 

[Seems qfiomjhed.'] 
To me tljrepif^(5. of Amelia ? To me, Charles ! • 
r- Amelia ! — xxwJ I 

4MELI^. 

[Furiof^y rujking towards Herman.] 
Bafe, perfidious, hired impoftor ! — [Seizing him 
roughly."] 

HERMAN. 
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HERMAN. 

That I am not, noble lady. See yourfelf if it 
is not your pifture. — Perhaps you might have 
given it to him. 

FRAKCIS. 

By heavens ! Amelia, yours ! It is indeed yours. 

AMELIA. 

[^Returning him tkefiiSure.^ 
Mine ! mine ! Oh heaven and earth ! 

OLD MOOR. 

[Exclaiming with agony , and beating his breqfl^ 
Woe ! woe ! My curfe purfued him to death ! 
Fallen in defpair ! 

FRANCIS. 

And he remembered me in the heavy hour of 
departure !■ — Me ! Angelic foul ! — whilft already 
the black banners of death waved over him ! — 
Me! 

OLD MOOR. 

[Stammering^ 
My curfe driven him to death I My fon fallen 
in defpair !-— 

HERMAN. 

[Agitated and with emotion!] 
This forrow I cannot bear. — ^Farewell, venera- 
ble lord ! — [AJide to 'Francis.'] Why did you this. 
Sir? [Exitjuddenly. 

AMELIA. 
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AMELIA. 

[Running after Aim J] 
Stay ! Stay ! — What were his laft words ? 

HERMAN. 

[Calling back."] 
His laft figh was — Amelia ! [Exit. 

AMELIA. 

His laft figh — Amelia !— No, thou art no im- 
poftor ! It is true, then-*-true that he is dead ! — 
[Staggers about till Jhe Jinks down.'] — Dead ! Charles 
is dead ! — • 

FRANCIS. 

What do I fee ? What is this upon the fword ? 
Written with blood — Amelia ! 

AMELIA. 

By him ? 

FRANCIS. 

See I right, or do I dream ? Behold, here in 
bloody charafters: " Francis, forfake not my 
** Amelia !" — Look 1 look upon the other fide — 
** Artielia, all-powerful death has liberated you 
" from your oath.'/ See now — Seeft thou this ? 
He wrote it with his almoft ftifFened hand — ^he 
wrote it on the awful confines of eternity ! 

AMELIA. 

Almighty God ! it is his hand.— He has never 
loved me ! [Exit fuddenly. 

F FKANCIS. 
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[Stamjung uji$n the piHtHd ] 
Hell atid Riries ! My whole fchem^ is fhiftrated 
by that capricious woman ! 

dLtl IftfOOlt. 

Alas ! alas ! Do not leave me, fny daughter ! — 
Francis ! Francis ! Reftore to me my fon I 

And who gave him the curfe ? Who was ht 
that dfove his fon to battle— ^to death^^to de- 
fpair ?— Oh ! he was a noble youth \ curfe 
upon his executioner ! 

OLD MOOR* 

[Beating his breajl and forehead !\ 
Curfe ! Curfe 1 Deftruftion ! Curfe upon my- 
felf ! — I am the father who murdered his glorious 
fon !— He Joved me even in his death ! — ^To pu- 
tlifh me, he fan to battle and to death ! Am I 
not a monfter ? — ^Oh ! a monfter \--^[Ittafi agony of 
rage.] 

FRANCIS. 

, He is gone I — What now avail thefe idle la- 
mentations ! — {nmlignantly .] It is eafier to murder 
than to reftore to life. 

OLD Moor. 
And it was thou who didft force the curfe from 
my lips! — ^Thou! — Thou! Give me myfoh 
again ! 

FRANCIS. 
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FRANCIS. 

Do not irritate my rage. I leave you to die. 

OLD MOOR. 

Monfter . M6hftey ! Reftore to me my fon ^ — 
[He rujltes out from his arm chair , and is going . to 
feize francis by the throaty who ejcajies^ 



SCENE VL 



OLB MOOR. 

A thoufand curfes^ fight upon thee ! Thou haft 
ftolen my fon from my arms! — [Throws himfelf ufion 
the /(fa in de/^ir.] Wo^l Atos! Defpair, but 
not death 1— They fly, defert mt ih de4tl>— tny 
good angets avoid me : they abandon the cold 
hoary murderer ! • Oh I Oh I Will nobody 
fupport my head ? Will nobody rele^e the ftrug* 
gling foul ? — No fons ! no daughters ! to friends ! 
Men only ! — ^Will no one — alone — abandoned- 
Woe! woe! Defpair, butnotde^th! — [He fails 
tack exhaufted ujion thefofai\ 

AMELIA. 

[Comes Jhwfy nearer ^fiercerues him, and with afkdden 

fhriek eicclakns ;] 
Dead !-r-quite dead! [Exit irt devoir. 
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SCENE VIL 

The Bohemian Forefts. 

Kazmajs from onejidey Sjpiegelberg, with a 
party of kobsek Sy/rom the other. 

RAZMAN. 

Welcome, comrades ! Welcome to the Bohe- 
mian Forefts ! — [ They embrace each other ^ Whi- 
ther does the lightning hurry thee ? Whence ha$ 
the ftorm brought thee, my deareft companion ? 

spiegelberg. 
Red-hot from Leipzick fair. There was fan. 
Aflc only Schufterle. He greets thee heartily 
upon thy happy return- He has joiAed, in his re- 
tunii the great band of our captain ! — \Throws 
hhnfelfupon the ground-] And how have you paffed 
your time ? How proce^di the bufinefs ? Oh ! 
I could tell thee fuch tricks, that thou fhouldft 
forget thy meals to liftda to them, ' 

RAZMAN. 

I believe you — I believe you. You took care 
we flaould hear that in the newfpapers. — But 
where the devil dift thou pick up all this vermin ? 
Thunder and wounds ! thou bringeft with thee a 
fine fwarm of recruits ; you are an excellent fer- 
je^t. 

spiegelberg. 
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SPIEGELBERG. 

Well! and a clever pack they are! — ^Thou 
mayft hang thy hat up in the fun, brother, and 
ril lay a wager they will fteal it, as if the world 
was all in darknefs. 

RAZMAN. [LaugisJ] 
You will be vaftly welcome to the captain with 
thefe gentlemen. He too iias engaged brave fel- 

lOAVS. 

SPIEGELBERG. [Maiiciou/ly .'] 
To the devil with your captain, and look at 
mine in comparifon — Ha I 

RAZMAN. 

Well I Well ! They may have pretty dexterous 
fingers — but I tell thee, the fame of our captain 
has already tempted many noble fellows. 

SPIEGELBERG. 

So much the worfe. 



SCENE VIII. 

[Gkimm, running in hajiily^ the foregoing.] 

RAZMAN. 

Who's there ? What's the matter here I Have 
you feen travellers in the foreft ? 

F 3 GRIMM. 
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GRIMM. 

Quick ! quick ! WherQ are the reft ? — ^The 
^evil ! What dp youftand chattering aboyt here? 
Pon't you Jcnow-— don't you knQw it all ? — Poor 
Roller! 

RAZMAK. 

What ! What of Roller ? 

GRIMM. 

Roller is hanged, and four others with him. — 

RAZMAK. 

Rpljier ?-r^ What P-r-When ? — How have you 
heard that ? 

GRIMM. 

He has already been imprifoned three weeks, 
apd we knew nothing about hina : three times 
has he been examined, and we heard nothing. 
They have queftioned him upon the rack, to make 
him confefs where our captain was ? — ^The brave 
fellow would not utter a fyllable. Yefterday he 
received fentence of death, and this morning he 
went poft-hafte to the devil. 

RAZMAN. 

Damnation ! Does the captain know this ? 

GRIA^M. 

He heard it but yefterday — ^he foamed like a 
wild boar. You know he always highly valued 
Rolkr, sitid his having fuffer^ tbf r^ck b^ en- 
creafed his efteem. We tried to ref^ue him 

with 
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with ropes and ladders, but all to no purpofe. 
Moor hinafelf gained admUiipn to him in the ha- 
bit of a capuqhin ; he offered tQ change his dre& 
with hinj, but Rdler qbftinately refufcd — axx4 
now he. has uttered an oath which chilled our 
very vitals: he has fwQm that he will light 
fuch a torch for him as never before blamed for 
the funeral of any king — a fire which fliall reduce 
them all to allies *• I fear for the town. He has 
long entertained a pique againft it for its abomi- 
nable bigotry ; and if He once fays — ^^ Thus win 
" I do, it is as if it were already done. 

RAZMAN. 

But alas! Poor Roller ! 

SPi;gG£LBSaG. 

Memfnt9 mpril — ^But for that I care npt- — 

[Hums a /^w.] — Whenevier I pafs by a gallows, 

. I fliall only blink my right eye, and think, thou 

art well hanged there alone. Who is a fool, 

thQU or I ? 

\Starting ufi.] 
Hark ! a fliot. — [Firing and npife.'\ 

SFI£6£LB£R6. 

Another ! 



* Reduce them all to t{flt€S I literally, burn their backs black and 
blue^ 



Again 
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t 

RAZMAN. 

Again, another ! — ^The captain ! — [Mujtck behind 
the fcenes?[ — ** They never hang a man at Nuren- 
berg before they have him *." Da capo. 

SCHWEIZER ^Z«^|tOLLER. 

[Behind the fcettes.'] 
Holla, ho 1 holla, ho ! 

RAZMAN. 

'Tis Roller! Roller! — May every devil fetch 
me! 

SCHWEIZER ^7«^ ROLLER. 

[Behind thefcetie,'] 
Huzza ' Razman ! Grimm ! Spiegelberg ! Raz- 
man 1 Huzza ! 

RAZMAN. 

Roller ! Schweizer ! Thunder, lightning, tem- 
peft, and fury ! — [ They rujii towards himJ] 

* This Is a German proverb, of which this was the occafipn. 
Four criminals at Nurenberg, in Germany, the night before their 
execution made their efcape, and wrote thefe words in large cha** 
radlers in the iniide of their prifon. 



SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

Enter Moor on harfebacky Schweizer, Roller, 
ScHUFTERLE, and a party of KOZBEKg^ covered 
with dirt and mud. 

moor. 
[Jumps off his horfe.\ 
Freedom ! Freedom ! — Well, you are fafe. Rol- 
ler! Take my horfe*, and wafh him with 
wine f .[ Throws himfelf exhaujied ujion the ground. 1— 
Hot work this ! 

RAZMAN. [7b Roller J\ 
Now by the fiery fork of Pluto ! art thou rifen 
from the wheel ? 

SPIEGELBERG. 

Are you his ghoft ? Or am I deprived of my 
f?nfes? Or are you really Roller ? 

ROLLER. 

Here I am, body and all — quite whole. Where 
do you think I come from? 

* In the original he calls his horfe fminen Raf^en, v^hich figni- 
fies my black horfe in German. 

+ After a horfe-race, it is cuilomary to walh the horfe's feet 
with wine. 



GRIMM. 
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GRIMM. 

Alk the Devil ! The ftick was already broken 
over thee *. 

ZQLLZZ. 

That it was indeed, and ftiU more. I arrive 
ftraight fronfi the gallows — ^iet me take breath- 
Schweizer will tell you all. Give meaglafs of 
brandy. You too here, Maurice ! — I thought to 
fee thee elfewheref. For God's fake give me a 
glafs of brandy ! my bones fall afunder ! — Oh, my 
captain ] Where is ray captain ? 

RAHMAN. 

Have patience fpr ^ mompnt Ir^But fay^r^fpeak! 
How didft thou efcape ? How is it that we have 
thee again? My b?*<i whirls round. — From the 
jj^Jlows did ypu fay ? 

ROLL£R. 

[Tofes <g agl(if^ of brandy.^ 

Ah 1 that taftes well-r-that wi^rmsmy infid^"! — 

Strait from' the gallows, I fay .-rr- You ftanjd^ and 

ftare, and can fcarcely believe this. I was only 

three paces from the damned ladder, from which 

* When a criminal in Germany is eoHcleinned to deatii> the 
judge having pronounced fentence, takes a fmall (Hck from the, 
teWPi l>TP#ks it, aqd tbrplivs it before Uje fe^^ of tjie prirninal. 
Hence the expreillon, den Stab hrechtn^ (q C9n4emn a m^^Ufa&ot (o 
4ifHh J lU^F^Ily; to hr^fik tJ^ ftick f The figjojftpation of which is, 
as this broken ilick can never be joined, fo as to be ^vhM it ^gs 
before, fo certain is it that you muft die. 

f EiffftuAerCf viz. iu HetL 

I was 



I was to have mounted to the bofom of Abra- 
ham — thus near— thvi§ pear— Woujdft thou have 
bought my l;fe at a pinch of fnuff ? I thwk thee, 
captam, for breath, liberty, ?tnd life* 

SCHWEIZER. 

Ah ! it is a joke worth hearing. By means of 

our fpies, we got wind the day before that Roller 

was deep in the pickle, and if Heaven did not firft 

fall, he was to depart the next morning — that 

was this morning early, I tell you— the way of all 

flefh. *^ Rife ! faid the captain, " what rifques 

" fliould we not run for a friend. Save him or 

not, we'll light him fuch a funeral pile as never 

blazed for any king, and which fhall reduce to 

aflies his infernal judges." The whole band 

was fummoned. We ported a meflenger to him, 

who contrived to deliver a fmall note in his foup. 

ROLLER. 

I almoft defpaired of the ifTue. 

SCHWEIZER. 

We waited till the paffages were clear. The 
whole town went to fee the fpe£lacle, on horfe?- 
back, on foot, and in carriages. The bell tolled, 
and the death-dirge founded at a diftance. 
" Now," faid the captain, " begin ! The fellows 
flew like arrows, fet fire to the town in three apd 
thirty places at once, threw burning matches into 
the powder magazine, into the chuiiches and 

bams. 
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barns. Not a quarter of an hour paffed before 
the north-wind, which muft have been piqued 
againft the town, came nobly to our aid, and 
helped to raife the flame to the higheft pinnacles. 
In the meantime we ran through the ftreets like 
furies, cried. Fire ! fire ! There was fuch a howl- 
ing — fuch flirieks and clamour — ^the fire-bells be- 
gan to ring, the powder-magazine blew up as 
if the earth were rent afunder, or heaven had, 
burft, and hell funk down ten thoufand fathoms 
deeper. 

ROLLER. 

And now my attendants began to look about 
them. There was the town like Sodom and 
Gomorrah — the whole horizon fire, fulphur, and 
fmoke — the mountains re-echoed round the in- 
fernal crack — all fell to the ground panic-ftruck. 
I took this opportunity, and fled like the wind. — 
I was already unbound, fo nearly was it over 
with me, whilft my conduftors looked back pe- 
trified like Lot's wife. I rufhed away — broke 
through the mob — off I was ! ran about fixty 
paces, threw off my clothes, plunged into the 
river, and fwam under the water till I thought 
myfelf out of fight. My captain was ready 
with horfes and frefh clothes — thus I got off. — 
Moor ! Moor! mayft thou foon be in fuch a pic- 
kle, to give me an opportunity of paying you in 
the fame coin. 

RAZMAN. 
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» 

RAZMAN. 

A diabolical wifli, for which you ought to be 
hanged : however, it was a joke^ that makes one 
burft with laughter. 

ROLLER. 

It was help in the time of need : you caninot 
know how to value it. You fhould have had — 
the rope already about the neck — fhould have 
marched reluftantly towards the grave like me, 
and beheld every diabolical preparation, and all 
the ceremonies of hanging, moving flowly and 
timidly onwards nearer and nearer towards the. 
curfed machine; there was I to be lodged, fright- 
fully expofed to the beams of the morning-fun. — 
And then too the louring looks of hangmen's 
boys ! The horrible mufic ftill rings in my ears — 
and the croaking of a thoufand hungry ravens 
that had left the carcafe of my half-rotten prede- 
ceflbrs, and all — all that.-^No ! for all the trea- 
fures of Mammon I would not undergo it a fecond 
time. To die is fomething more than a harle- 
quin's caper, and the fear of death is worfe than 
death itfelf. 

SPIEGELBERG. 

And the blowing up of the powder-magazine — 
it was this caufed fuch a ftench of fulphur for 
miles around, as if the whole wardrobe of Moloch 
was hung up in the air. 

SCHWEIZER. 
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If the towii delight* itt feeiiig ^ cdrnfadd of 
mine butchered like a hunted bd)4r— Why the de*. 
vil ! ftiall we trouble our confciences about ktting 
the town fuffer for the fake of our comrade? 
Know you, Schufterie, how many dtetbs it has 
coll? 

SCHUFTERIE. 

Eighty-three, they fay. The magazine alone 
bkvir about fixty of them to pieces. 

[V'eryfsrmfly.'^ 
JRoHer, thoti art purchafed rery dedr. 

S(CHirFTERiE. 

i^ifh! But what is that ?— Yes, if they had been 
men indeed — But there were new-bofn puling^ in- 
fants ; fhrivelled old women that drove the flies 
from them, and old greybeards whd cdiild not find 
the door. All that had nimble feet flew out to 
fee the execution, and only the di'egs of the town 
remained behind to take care of the houfes. 

MOOR. 

Oh the poor vermin !— -Greybeards didft thou 
fay? and infants F 

SCHUFTERLE. 

Yes, the Devil ! and moreover fick woiften in 
child-bed, and fome that were juft about to be 
confined. As I happened to pafs by on^ of the 

little 



little bakrraoks^ I b#ard a iqudllmg : I (hiried, knd 
looked in f d &i Whdt it was. Behold, it proved 
to be a cliild yet f^f^ dild found, that was lying 
<Wi the fto©r under th^f table^ iiid the table wasi 
juft theh matching fife ; « Poor little animal!" Aiid 
I, " you txt dying (of Cold here," and threw it 
iiifo the flames. 

Did yoti indeed, Schuft^f le ?--Theft may that 
flaitte bum itt thy bfeaft till eternity grows grey. 
Be gbtte, monfler ! Be never again feen in my 
band ! [A murmur arifes.'] Do you murmur ? Do 
you hefit^te ? Who hefitates when I command ? 
Away with him, I fay! — ^There are fome more 
among you who artf ripe for my refentment. I 
know you too, Spiegelberg. But I foon will be 
amongft you, and hold a frightful muiier. 

[Jixeunt trembling: 



SCENE X. 

[Me OR alone ^ much agitated^ walks quickly ufi, md 

down.] 

MOOR. 

Hear them not, avenger in Heaven ! — How can 
I help it ? How canft thou help it if thy plagues — 
thy famines — thy floods — devour the righteous 

with 
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with the wicked? Who qan command the flame, 
that it ihall not rage through the fields of good 
miCn, when it is to deflroy a neft of hornets?-— 
Here Hands the boy, red with fliame, defpifed. 
before the eye of Heaven, who dared to play 
with the thunderbolt of Jupiter, and overthrew 
pigmies where he fliould have cnifhed Titans. — 
Go, go ! Thou art not the man to dire£l the aveng- 
ing fword of the Almighty — thou wert confound- 
ed at the firfl: grafp ! — Here I renounce the rafli 
defign, and haften to conceal myfelf . in fome ca- 
vern of the earth, where even the light of day (hall 
flirink back at my infamy. [Is going off. 



SCENE XI. 

Enter Roller, hqftily. 

ROLLER. 

Take care of yourfelf, captain ; there is fome- 
thing in the wind. Whole troops of Bohemian 
horfemenfwarm about the foreft. — The devil *muft 
have betrayed us. 

• The Dtvili literally, tht Blue Stoeking tf HeU. 



- SCENE 
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SCENE XIL 

[Grimm, /^^ foregoing.] 

GRIMMS 

Captain ! Captain ! they have found our track. 
Several thoufands of them form a cordon round 
the middle of the foreft. 



SCENE XIIL 



fSpIEGELBERG^ the FOREGOING.] 
St»IEG^LBER6; 

bh, poor fouls that we are ! We are taken, 
broken on the wheel, drawn, and quartered! 
Thoufands of hufiars^ dragoons, and rifle-men, 
appear on the heights, and befet all the parages* 

[Exit MOOR* 



t 



SCENE XIV. 



[SCHwfci^Ett, Razmak, ScHUFtEftLE, and a 
troop, of Robbers front the oppofiteJideJ\ 

SCHWEIZER4 

Have we then at laft rouzed them from their 
fieep? Rejoice^ jHollerl This is what I have 

G long 
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long defired, to exchange a few cuts with fome of 
thefe. hireling knights. — Where is the captain ? 
Is the whole band together?' Have we powder 
enough ? 

RAZMAN. 

Loads of powder. — 'But there are no more than 
eighty of us in all, and fcarcely one to twenty of 
themj 

schweizeR. 

So much th^ better. They rifle their lives for 
lixpence a-day, we fight for life and liberty. We'll 
updn them like a flood, and fire down on their 
heads lightning. — Where, the devil! Where's 
the captain ? 

SPIEGELBEHi^. 

He abandons us in our diftrefs. Have we then 
fto longer any ch&nce of efcaping ? 

schWeizer* 
Eicape r I wifli you may be fufFocated in the 
mud, cowardly foul! You always make a great 
deal of noife, but as foon as you fee danger ap- 

proaching-^ Coward! fliow thyfelf now, or 

we'll few thee up in a boar's Ikin, and have thee 
hunted to death. 

EA^MAH.' 

The captain! the captain t 



SCeKE 
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SCENE XV. 

[Moor, the foregoing*] 

MOOR. 

[/« a low voice to himfelf,'] 
1 have let them be entirely furrounded, now 
they muft fight like defperadoes. [JJoud.] Now 
my lads ! Now is the time 1 We are loft, or we 
mufi fight like wounded boars* 

SCHWEIZER* 

Ha! I will tear open their bellies with my 
tulks. — Lead us on, captain! we will follow you 
into the jaws of death* 

MOOR* 

Charge all the mufquets— "-There is no want of 
powder? 

scHWsiZER. IStartsufi.] 

Powder enough to blow the earth up to the 
moon. 

ltA2&MAH. 

Every man has five brace of loaded piftols, and 
three rifle-guns befides. 

MOOIt. 

Well, welL Now then a |)arty of you muft 
climb up the trees, while others hide in the 
thickets, and fire upon them in ambufcade. 

G 2 SCHWEIZER. 
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* 

SCHWEIZER. 

That*s your poft, Spiegelberg. 

MOOR. 

The reft of us, like furies, will charge them in 
the flanks. 

SCHWEIZER. 

Among them am I — I . 

MOOR. 

In the mean time found all your whiftlesi 
fcour about the foreft, that our number may 
appear more formidable ; then let all the hounds 
loofe, and fet them on their ranks \ throw them 
into confufion, and force them within fliotof you. 
We three. Roller, Schweizer, and I, fight in the 
hotteft part of the battle. 



SCENE XVI. 



{The P'oREGfoiNGf. Enter a^ Commissary.] 

Look there cdmes already one of the bull-dogs 
of juftice ftalking towards us. 

SCHWEIZER. 

Down with him ! Don't let him fpeak a word 
with us. . 

MqoR- 
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MOOR. 

Be filent ! I will hear him. 

COMMISSARY. 

With your permiffion, gentlemen, I am an of- 
ficer of juftice. Without the foreft are eight hun- 
dred men, who guard every hair of my head. 

SCHWEIZER. 

A terrible ftory this to keep on^'s (tomacji 
warm. 

MOOR. 

Silence, comrade! Speak briefly, Sir. What 
may be your commands ? 

COMMISSARY. 

The power that pronounces upon life and death 
fends me hither. — One wgrd to yo^i, two to th? 
tapd, 

>iOOR, 

\jLeGns upon his /word. '^ 
Proceed. ^ 

COMMISSARY. 

Defperate man ! Does not the blood of a 
count of the empire, murdered by thee, ftill ftiain 
thy accurfed fingers ? Haft thou not broken open 
the fan£luar)'^ of the Lord with thy facrilegious 
hands, and ftolen, Kke a yillain, the facred vef- 
fels of the Lord's Supper ? How ! Haft thou not 
caft fire-brands about our godly city, and blown 
up the powder magazine over the head§ of \vor- 

G 3. thy ^ 
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thy chriftians ? — [witA his hands claf/ied together!] — 
Dreadful — dreadful crimes 1 They fmell to Hea^. 
ven *, give new terrors to the laft.day of judgment, 
whofe vengeance ihall rapidly burft forth, eager 
for punifhment, eager for the founji of the 
trumpet. 

MOOR. 

Thus far mafterly — but to the bufinefs— -What 
does the fupreme magiftracy defire you to an*, 
nounce? 

COMMISSARY. 

What you are not worthy to receive. — Look 
around you, incendiaries 1 as far as eye can reach, 
you are furrounded by our cavalry. — There is now 
no room to efcape: as certain as that cherries will 
not grow upon thefe oak-trees, and that thefe fir* 
trees will not produce peaches, fp certain is it that 
you muft all yield to this irrefiftible force. 

MOOR. 

Do you hear this, Schweizer and Roller ?— » 
But go on ! 

COMMISSARY, 

Hear then, captain, how benevolently, how 
indulgently, juftice will proceed with you. If 
you will yet fubmit, and implore lenity and par- 
don, the rigour of the law fliall change to mercy, 

* Ob, my offence is rank— it fmells to heaven. 

HAMLET. 

. ■ 

» 

juftice 
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jufticc will be like a fond mother — it clofes its 
eyes on more than half your crimes, and is fatis- 
fied. — ^Think on it ! — and is fatisfied if you are 
only broken upon the wheel. 

SCHWEIZER. 

Did you hear that, captain ? Shall I go and 
fqueeze the throat of this hang-dog, till the blood 
fpurt out from every pore ? 

ROLLER. 

Captain [-—Thunder, hell, and fury !--r-Captain ! 
How he bites his under lip ! Shall I twift this 
fellow in the air like a nine-pin. 

MOOR. 

Leave him ! Let no one touch him ! — \To the 
Comm^aty.l Look, Sir ! Here ftand fevcnty-nine 
men : I am their captain, None of them have 
been accuftomed to the parade or the word of 
command, nor have they been taught to dance 
to the found of cannon. Without ftand ei^ht 
hundred, grown old in arms. — But hear now. 
Thus ipeaks Moor, the murderous incendiary 
captain ; " True it is I killed an Imperial Count, 
have fet fire to the Dbminican's church, have pil- 
laged it, have thrown fire-brands into your bi- 
gotted town, haive blown up the powder maga- 
zine over the heads of goq^ Chriftians — But that 
is not all : I have done ft^U more. [Hejirelche^ quf 
his right hand.'] " Behold thefe four precious, rings 

\ivhicl^ 
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which I wear on each finger — -This ruby I pulled 
from off the finger of a minifter, whom I cut down 
while hunting at the feet of his prince.^ He raifed 
himfelf from the loweft ftation tQ the place of 
firft favourite — the downfall of his neighbour was 
the ladder to his greatnefs — many tears of orphans 
flowed on his accouni. This diamond I drew 
from the finger of a treafurer-general, who fold 
places of honour, and employments to the higheft 
Didder, and pufhed from his door the lamenting 
patriot. This agate I wear in honoifr of a prieft, 
whom I affaflinated with my own hand, for la- 
menting in his pulpit that the Inquifition had fal- 
len fo much into difrepute." I could relate to 
you many more ftories of my rings, did I not al- 
ready repent the few words which I have wafted 
on you. 

COMMISSARY.^ 

That a malefaftor fliould be thus proud ! 

MOOR* 

Hear me again— I will now fpeak proudly. — 
Go, and tell your high fupreme nia^iftracy, which 
throws the die over life and death, I am no 
thief, who confpires with fleep and midnight, and 
makes his way into houfes with rope ladders. — 
What I have done, I (hall without doubt at fome 
time or other read in the regifter of heaven : but 
with your abominable judges I will not wafte ano- 

ther 
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ther word^ Tell tbem, my objeft Is Fetaliation, 
my aim, revenge — [He turns from him^ 

COMMISSARY. 

You will then obtain neither lenity nor pardon. 
- — Well, with you I have done — [addrejfes himjelf 
to the band.'] Hear, then, what juftice announces to 
you ! If you will this moment deliver up this male- 
factor, your crimes fliall be pardoned till the day 
of retribution. The holy church will receive you 
into her maternal bofom with renewed love, and 
every one of you fhall be riewarded with fome ho- 
nourable poft. Read y ourfel ves, there is the general 
pardon figned . [i/d givfs SchvQeizer (i pflper with an 
air of triumph and gaiety?^ Well then, your Ho* 
pour, how do you like that ?--r-Bc quick ! Bind 
^im, and be free! 

MOOR. 

Do you h^ar this ? — ^This ? Why do you hefi- 
late ? YoQ are offered freedom, and you are ^1* 
ready prifoper3e — You are offered life, and it is 
pot merely vaunting, for you are already con- 
demned. — Ypu are promifed honours and em- 
plqyments ; and on the other hapd what can you 
expe£l, if you even efcape, but inf;^rny, curfes, 
and perfecution ? Pardon from heaven is announ- 
ced to you — you are already condemned. ThcijB 
j$ not a hair upon your befits that will not go to 
the dei^il. .Do you hefitate.ftill? Are you ftfll in 
doubt? Is it thus difficult to choofe between 

heaven 
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heaven and hell ? Aflift me to perfuade them^ 
dear Sir. 

COMMISSAET. 

What devil is it that fpeaks within him ? The 
fellow makes me mad/ 

MOOR. 

How ? Still no anfwer ? Are you thmking 
of cutting your way through by force of arms ? 
Look but around you — ^look but around? that 
you will not venture to attempt at prefent, that 
were now childifli prefumption. — Or do you flatter 
yourfelves to fall like heroes, becaufe you per- 
ceived that I was eager for the battle? Oh, 
believe it not ! There is not one of you a Moor — 
you are abominable thieves ! miferaMe inftruments. 
of my higher plans, like the deteftable rope in the 
hands of the executioner. Thieves cannot fall 
like heroes — thieves rouft tremble at death !— 
Hark ! how their trumpets found ! See how vaunt- 
ingly their fwords blaze around you ! How ? Still 
irrefolute ? Are you mad ? Are you deprived of 
your fenfes ? — I thank you not /or my -life, I am 
afhamed of your facrifice. — [Trumpets are hear4 
from a diftance.'] 

COMMISSARY. ' 

[fVith great afimijhment^ 
I fhall go mad — I cannot ftay ! Whoever be> 
fore heard of fuch things ? 
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MOOR. 

Or perhaps you fear I fhould kill myfelf, and 
cancel this agreement with you, which holds 
good only to the living — by fuicide ? No, my 
friends, that's a groundlefs fear. Here I throw 
away my dagger, my piftols, and this little vial* 
of poifon, which might flili be of fervice. — 
What, ftill irrefolute ? Or do you believe, per- 
haps, I fhould defend myfelf againft you if you 
were to attempt to feize me ? Behold ! here I 
bind my right hand to this branch of oak : I am 
entirely helplefs, a child might throw me on the 
ground. Who is the firft to abandon his captain ? 

ROLLER. 

[In wild emotion^ 
Not if hell fhould furround us ! — \brattdt/kes his 
/word.'] — He that is no cur let him fave his cap- 
tain ? 

SCHWEIZER. 

[Tears tiepirdon, and throws the pieces ifilo the Com- 

mijfary^s face.] 
Our pardon fhall ifTue from the muzzles of our 
mufquets. Be gone, rafcal I Tell the fenate, 
who fent thee, thou didfl not find in Moor's band 
one fingle traitor. — Save, fave the captain ! 

ALL. [Shouting]. 
Save, fave, fave the captain 1 

MOOR. 
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MOOR. 

[Uniittding himfelf in a tr an/port of joy. ^ 
Now, comrades, we are free ! This fingle arm 
ftall be a hoft — ^Death or freedom ! At leaft they 
fliall not have one of us alive. — They found the at* 
tack. Noife and tumult. 

\Exeunt omnes with drawnfwordi. 



ACT 
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ACT JII. 



SCENE L 

[TiegarJen. Amelia fienfive; Franc is /(?/&te7- 
ing her s both in deep mourning?^ 

FRANCIS. 

HERE again already! capricious enthufiaft? 
You have ftolen yourfelf away from the 
joyous feaft, and marred the happinefs of the 
guefts. 

AM£LIA. 

It Is pity fuch innocent happinefs (hould be 
leiTened. The death-bell, which folemnly tolled^ 
thy father to his grave, is ftill founding in my 

CVS. 

FRANCIS. 

Will you then weep for ever? Leave the 
dead to fleep in peace, and make the living 
happy .-r— I am come — 

AMELIA. 

And when doft thou go again ? 

FRANCIS* 
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FRANCIS. 

Oh, mifery ! aflume not fuch a proud and 
gloomy countenance ! You afBi£t me, Amelia ! 
I am come to fay-r- 

AMELIA. 

I muft hear then, for Francis Moor is become 
a noble lord. 

• FRANCIS. 

Yes, indeed, that was the fubjeft I was 
about to mention to you. — Maximilian is lleeping 
in the grave of his forefathers. I am matter* 
But I fhould wifli to be fo entirely,. Amelia.— You 
kiTow what you have been in our hou{e--^you 
have been treated as Count Moor's only daugh- 
ter ; his love for you furvivcd death itfelf— that 
you can never forget. 

AMRLtA. 

Never, never! Who could though tlefsly drown 
the remembrance of fo much goodnefs ! 

FRANCIS. 

The afFeftion of the father you muft repay 
to his fons, and Charles is dead.— Do you ftart ? 
Ard you amazed? Yes, indeed, the thought 
is fo highly flattering, that it fubdues even the 
pride of a woman. Francis fpums beneath his 
feet the offers of the nobleft ladies^-^Francis 
comes and offers to a poor and helplefs orphan, 

his 
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his heart; his hand, and with his hand his 
wealth, his caftles, and his forefts. — Francis the 
envied, the feared, voluntarily declares himfelf 
the flave of Amelia. 

AMBLIA* 

Why did i^iot fome thunderbolt cleave in two 
the abominable tongue, while it dared to pro- 
nounce thofe execrable words ! Thou haft mur-» 
dered my beloved, and (hall Amelia call thee hu£» 
band !-— Thee ! 

FRANCIS. 

Not fo violent, moft gracious princefs.— True, 
Francis does not ftoop to you like a cooing C^la* 
don — Moft true, he has not learned, like a plain* 
tive Arcadian fhepherd, to figh out his amorous 
moans to caves and rocks* — Francis fpeaks^ and 
if he is not anfwered, he— commands. 

AMELIA. 

Poor worm! command! command me! What 
if the command (hould be anfwered with fcora 
and contempt ? 

FRANCIS. 

That it fliall not be. There are meansi I koow 
there are means of humbling the pride of a capri- 
cious imagination — walls and cloifters 1 

AMELIA. 

Bravo I Excellent I — Walls and cloifters ! — 
Vei, to be for ever freed from thy bafUift; looks, 

with 
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with kifure to think on Charles— to hang 66 
him. — Welcome walls ! welcome cloifiers ! 

FRANCIS. 

Ha, ha ! Is it fo ? — Beware 1 yoii havcf taughf 
me the art of tormentitig you. This perpetual 
hankering after Charles, the fight of^ me (Kkc 
a fire-haired fury) ftiall chace from your mind ^ 
the terrible Francis Ihall lower in ambufli be-* 
/ bind the pifture of your lover — like the enchanted 
hound, that watches over buried treafures. I 
will drag you by the hair to the chapel, and 
fword in hand will I there extort the nuptial 
oath. 

AMELIA. 

[Gives him a blow on the earJj 
Take this firft for your dowry. 

FRANCIS. 

[Enragedi] 
Ha ! That (hall be tenfold and ten thoufand 
• fold revenged ! My fpoufe ! — no, you fhall not 
have that honour — ^you (hall be my miftrefs — the 
honeft peafant's wives (hall point at you as you 
walk in the ftreets. — Gnafh your teeth-^fcatter 
fire and deftruftion from your eyes — a woman's! 
rage delights me ; it makes you more handfome— ^ 
more defirable. — Come, this refiftance will adorn 
my triumph, and feafon my voluptuoufnefs with 
forced cmbraces.-^Come to the altar ! This mo- 
ment 
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^rnent (halt thou go with me. [Going to drag her 
away.'] , 

AMBLIA. 

[Fa/Is on its neckJ] 
Pardon me, Francis ! — [Js he is going to embrace 
hefy Jhe f notches the fword from his fide, and ftejis. 
hack hqftily^ Look, villain, what I can now make 
of thee ! — ^I am a woman, but an exafperated 
woman. If thou da^eft approach me, this fteel 
Ihall pierce thy bofom, while the fpirit of my un- 
cle fhall direft my hand. — :Away from this place ! 
[She drives him out.'\ 

AMELIA. 

Ah ! all is well with me again ! Now 1 can 
breathe freely. I feel myfelf ftrong as the fire- 
breathing courfer — :as the tigrefs purfuing. the 
defperate robber that has deprived her of her 
young. " Toa cloifter!*' faid he. — Thanks for 
this happy difcovery. Now has difappointed 
love found a fan£luary — ^a cloifter is the fanftuary 
of difappointed love. [Exit. 



tt . SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

The Banks of the Danube. 

\The lio^BERs lying dnwn upon an Eminence under 
the Trees ^ their Horjes feeding on the Hill.^ 

Wtobft. 

Here I muA remain, [ Throws himfelf on the 
ground.'] My limbs, hovv wearied ! my tongue, 
how parched ! I would fain kJk you to fetch 
me a draught of water from that ftream, but you 
are ^11 faint to death. \Scvivr tit^ii has with- 
drcMfiinnobferved during Mbok'sfj^eech, to fetch him 
fome Water.'] 

GRIMM, 

The wine too in our pouches is all gone.-— 
How glorioufly the fun fets yonder ! 

MOOR. 

[H^itk etiergy and animation.] 
Thus dies a hero, worthy of adoration I 

GRIMM. 

You feem deeply moved. 

Moor. 
When I was a boy, it was the favourite wi(h 
of my heart to live like him — to die like him. 
[Muck agitated.] It was a boyifli notion. 

GftlMM. 
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GRIMM. 

I hope H}. 

MOOR. 

[Draws his hat over his face.'] 
There was a time — Leave me, comrades ! 

GRIMM. 

Moor! Moor! What the devil! — How he 
changes colour ! 

RAZMAK. 

All the devils in hell ! What's the matter with 
him ? Is he ill? 

MOOR, 

There was a time — I could not fleep if I had 
forgot my evening prayers. 

GRIMM. 

Are you mad ? Will you fufFer yourfelf to be 
tutored by your boyifh years ? 

MOOR. 

\^Lays his hand upon Grimm's brenji,'] 
Brother! Brother! 

GRIMM. 

How ! Don't be a child, I entreat thee. 

MOOR. 

I would I were a child again ! 

GRIMM. 

Fie ! Fie ! Recover thyfelf ! Behold this 
romantic landfcape — this lovely evening ! 

H 2 MOOR. 
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MOOR. 

Ah, friends this world is fo beautiful ! 

GRIMM. 

That was well fpoken. 

MOOR. 

This earth fo qharming ! 

GRIMM. 

Right, right ; I like to hear you* 

MOOR. • 

And I fo deformed in this beauteous world ! 
And I a monfter upon this delightful earth! 
\Falling backwards.]— The 16ft fon! 

GRIMM. 

Oh,miferyl mifery! 

MOOR. 

My innocence I my innocence I Behold, every 
thing around is gay, and enjoying the reviving 
breath of fpring. Why do I alone inhale the 
blaft of hell in this blifsful heaven ? — All feeras 
happy ! The fpirit of peace pervades and con- 
nfefts all ! The whole world is but one family 
with one father. — But alas ! not a father to me ! 
I alone am the rejected, the loft fon ! I alone 
am fingled out from the kingdom of the righ- 
teous — \fVildly fiarting back?[ — Hedged in by 
murderers — hiffed at by ferpents — rivetted to 
vice with chains of iron ! 

RAZMAK. 
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RA2^MAN. 

[To the Others.'] 
Incomprehenfible ! I never faw him fo before. 

' MO0R« 

[fFitk grief .-] 
O that I could f etum into my mother^k Womb J 
that I were born a beggar I No, I (hould wifli 
nothing more! — Oh, heaven! that I were as 
yon day-labourer! Oh, I would toil till the 
blood Ihould trickle down froni my temples-^-to 
purchafe the happinefs of a few hoiirs fleep— the' 

heart-felt delight of one fingle tear ! 

• • . . . • 

GRIMM. 

[To the others.'] 
Patience ! The paroxyfm is fubfiding already. 

. MOOR. 

. There was a time when they flowed fo freely 
from me. — Oh, days of peace I My father's caf- 
tle — and ye green romantic vales! Oh Elyfian, 
fcenes of my paft days 1 never will y6u return ! 
never return to cool my agonizing bofpm with 
your balmy breath! — Nature, mourn with me ! 

' ■ T 

They will never return — n^ver will they cool this' 
burning bofom! — Gone! gone! irrecoverably 
gone ! 



SCENE 
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SCEN^ IIL 

[Tie FOREGOING. ScHWEizBRj %pho^ comes 
b(uk with water in his hat!] 

^CH^E^ZER. 

Drink, captain. Here i^ watpr in plenty, andi 
as cold a& ice. 

GRIMM. 

You bleed.— What have you been doing ? 

SCHWEIZER. 

*Tis nothing — a mere jeft — ^though it might h^ve 
coft me both my legs and my neck. As I 
was running along the bank of a river, the 
ground gave way under my feet, and I tumbled 
headlong down a precipice ten yards deep. There 
I lay, and whpn I began to put my five fenfes in 
order again, I fpied fpme of the cleareft water in 
the gravel I ever beheld. Enough for this trip, 
thought I, it v^ill be refrefliing to my captain. 

MpoR. 

[Gives him back his hat, and wipes his face. '\ 

Why, one can hardly perceive the fears which 

the Bohemian cavalry gave you. in the face,— 

Thy water was good> S^hweizer — Thofe cuts 

becpme you well. 

SCHWEIZEH. 
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SCHWEIZER. 

Pho ! there is ftill room for thirty ftiore fuch. 

MOORj 

Yes, conlrades, it was a hot evening, and but 
one friend loft to me. . My Roller died a poble 
death. They would place a marble ftone over 
his remains, if he had not died for me. But let 
us be fatisfied. — \Ht wipes his ^w.] How many 
were there of the enemy who were left dead 
upon the field ? 

Sixty huflars, ninety-three dragoons^ about 
forty rifle-men : two hundred in all. 

MOOR. 

Two hundred for one ! — Every one has a clain^ 
upon this head.-r~[jHl? uncovers his head.] — Here I 
lift up giy dagger ! as my foul liveth, I nevef Y^ill 
forfakc you. 

SCHWEIZER. 

Don't fwear ! Perhaps you may ftiJl be happy, 
and repent of— 

MOOR. 

By the bones of my loft Roller, I never wil| 
abandon you! ^ 



SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

• • • 

' [7^^ FOREGOING. £«/^ KoSINSKY.] 

KOSiNSKY. [Ta hmfelfS\ 
Hereabout, they fay, I fliall find him. — Ha ! 
Holla ! . What faces are thofe ? What if thefc 
are them ! — ^I will fpeak to them* 

GRIMM. 

Take heed-— Who comes here ? 

KOSINSKY. 

Gentlemen, pardon me! I don't know if I 
am right or not ? 

MOOR, 

And who mull we be if you are right ? 

KOSINSKY. 

Men, 

SCHWEIZER. 

Have we Ihewn ourfelves fo, captain ? 

KOSINSKY* 

I feek men who ftare death in the face, and 
let dangers play around them like tame fnakes ^ 
who value liberty more than life and honour — 
whofe bare name is welcome to the poor and 
oppreffed^r-who make the valiant fly, and tyrants 
turn pale. 

SCHWEIZER, 
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SCfi.WEIZER. 

[ To the captain^ 
The fellow pleafes me. — Hark ye, my friend^ 
you have found your men. 

KOStKSKY. 

I think fo, and I hope — my brothers. — ^Then 
(how me the m&m I am looking for : I want your 
captain, the great Count Moor. 

SCHWEIZER. 

[Gives him his hand with warmth.^ 
My dear boy, we (hall foon become brothers. 

MOOR. 

[Coming nearer,] 
Do you know the captain, then ? 

kosinskY. 
Thou art he-^ Who fees that countenance need 
look no farther — [Fixes his eyes a long while on kim!\ 
I always have defired to behold the man with the 
look that threatened deftru£lion, as if he fat on 
the ruins of Carthage. — Now I am fully fatis- 
fied. 

SCHWEIZER. 

A brave fellow ! 

MOOR. 

And what brings you to me ? 

KOSINSKY. 

Oh, captain! my more than cruel fate. — ^I 
have been (hip wrecked on the tumultuous ocean of 

this 
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1 , 

this world, have feen all the hopes of my life 
perifli, and nothing now remains to me but the 
honour of reflefting on what is paft ; which re- 
colle£lion were I to encourage it, would drive' 
me mad, but I try to drown it in other deeds. 

MOOR. 

Another outcaft of mankind ! — 'But go on* 

KOSINSKY. 

I became a foldier. There alfo misfortune per- 
fecuted me. I ventured a voyage to the Eaft 
Indies; my veflel ftruck upon the rocks — ^nothing 
but fruftrated hopes ! At laft I heard of your 
valiant deeds — deeds of murder and rapine, as 
they were called, and I came dire&ly hither, 
though more than two hundred miles, with the 
determination to ferve under you. I entreat you 
accept my fervices — Worthy captajn^ 4p pot re-r 
jeft me. 

SCHWEIJ^ER. 

[Starting ufiJ] 
Huzza! huzza! Then our Roller is made 
good again ten-fold. An excellent companion * 
for our band. 

MOOR* 

What is your name ? 

KOSINSKY* 

Koiinlky. 

* Companieriy literally, Mwrder* Brother, 

MOOR. 
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MOOR. 

- How ? Kofinlky ? Do you know that you are 
a thoughtlefs boy, and are taking the moil deci* 
five ftep in your life with no more confideratioa 
ftah a foolifti maiden?— Yovi will not here amufe 
yourfelf with fliuttle-cocks or nine-pins, as you 
may fancy perhaps. 

KOSIKSKY. 

I know what you would fay. — Although I have 
not yet feen four-and-twenty fummers, yet have 
I beheld fliining fwords^ and heard cannon balls 
wbiftle about my ears. 

MOOR. 

Indeed, young gentleman ! And have you 
learnt the art of fencing only, to ftrike poor tra- 
vellers to the ground for a rix-dollar, or murder 
helplefs women ? Go, go ! You have run away 
from your nurfe, becaufe fhe threatened you 
with the rod. 

, SCHWEIZER. 

What the Devil, captain ! what are you think- 
ing of? Will you fend away this Hercules? 
Does he not look exaftly as if he would drive the 
great Alexander over the Ganges with a wooden 
fpoon? 

MOOR. 

Becaufe your idle fchemes mifcarried, you 
cpme here, and ' would turn villain ! affaffin ! — 
Myrder ! Boy, do you underftand that word 

aright ? 
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aright ? You might lleep in quiet had you beat 
to the ground a few poppies^ but to bear a mur« 
der on your foul I-'— 

KOSINSKY. 

I will freely anfwer for every murder that 
you bid me commit. 

MOOR. 

What ? Are you fo forward ? Will you take 
upon yourfelf to betray a man by flattery ? How 
do you know that I have no frightful dreams, 
or that I fliall not turn pale upon my death-bed ? 
What have you already done, that has made you 
think thus lightly of what you have to anfwer for ? 

KOSINSKY. 

In truth very little as yet. — But confider the 
long journey I have made in fearch of you> 
noble Count ! 

MOOR. 

Has your tutor put into your hands the ftory 
of Robin Hood ? The foolifli fcoundrels ought 
to be chained to the gallies who have thus 
heated your boyifli fancy, and infefted you with 
the mad defire of becoming a hero. Are you 
pleafed with the thought of a great and honour*' 
able name. Will you purchafe immortality 
amongft murderers and incendiaries ? Remem-, 
ber this, infatuated youth ! no laurels bloom for 
incendiaries — for banditti— their viftories are 

attended 
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attended with no triumphs — ^but with curfes, 
dai^gers, death, infatny. — Do you behold. yon 
gallows upon the hill ^ 

' SPIEGELBERG. 

\Angrily^ walking up and down.'] 
How ftupid ! How unpardonably ftupid! 
That*s not the way: I have managed better with 
myrecruits. - 

KOSINSKY. 

What ihall he fear, who does not fear 
death? 

MOOR, 

. Bravo ! excellent ! You have a£led your part 
well in the fchools— you have learnt your Seneca 
by rote in a mafterly ftyle. — But, dear friend, 
with thefe fentences you will never footh fuffer- 
ing nature— with thefe you will never blunt the 
.arrows of. pain. — Copfider well, my fon. — [He 
Jakes hold (^ his iand.] — Refleft, I advife you 
a^ a fatheif.,^ . Learn 6r{l to fathom the abyfs 
before you leap into it. If you know in this 
world of one fipgle remaining chance of hap- 
pinefs to grafp at — the moments may come 
when you will awake — and then — it may be 
too late. Here you tread beyond the circle of 
humanity: you muft either . become a more 
exalted being, or you muft become a deviL 
Once more, my fon ! If but one fpark of hope 

glimmers 
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glimmers for you elfewhere, Icare tinis hoffflde 
band. Sometimes we may deceive ourfelVes-*- 
believe me, we may fancy that to be fortitude 
of mind which in the end is nothing but de- 
fpair.— Believe me, believe me ! and leave us 
immediately. 

KOSINSKY. 

No! From this place I will not move. If 
entreaties move you not, then hear the hiftory of 
my woe — You will yourfelf then force the dag- 
ger into my hand— you will Sit down upon 

the grafs, and liften to me attentively, 

MOOlt. 

We will hear yoi^^» 

KOSINSKY* 

Know then, I am a Bohemian nobleman, and 
became, by the early death of my father, mafter 
of a lage domain. The country was a paradife, 
for it contained an angel — a female adorned with 
all the charms of blooming youth, and chafte as 
the light of heaven. Though to whom am I fpeak* 
ing all this ? — ^To you it is but a paffing found— 
you have never loved, you have never been bie- 
loved. 

SCHWEIZER. 

Softly, foftly ! Our captain waxes fed as fire. 

MOOfi.^ 
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MOOR. 

No more ! I will hear it another time— to-mor- 
row — fometime hence, or as foon as I have fecn 
blood. 

KOSIKSKY. 

Blood! blood!— Litten ftill farther! Blood, I 
tell you, will fill your whole foul. She was of 
plebeian race, a German — But the fight of her 
melted away, all the prejudices of noble birth. 
She received the marriage ring with the moft 
timid modefty, and the day following was I to 
have led my Amelia to the altar. [Moorjiarts. «/>.] 
In the midft of this dream of ineflfable happi- 
nefs which awaited me, in the midft of all 
the preparations for the nuptials, I was ordered 
by an exprefs to attend at court. I went thither. 
They fhewed me letters which I muft have writ- 
ten, they faid, full of traitorous contents. I 
blufhed at fuch malice — They took my fword 
from me, dragged me to prifon^~my fenfes left 
me. 

SCHWEIZER. 

And in the mean time — but go on. I fipell 
the joke already. 

KOSINSKY. 

There I had already remained one month, and 
knew not the caufe of my imprifonment. I 
was anxious for my Amelia, who I knew was in 
great trouble of mind on account of my fate, 

and 
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and fuffered the pains of death every moment. 
At laft the prime minifter of the court came to 
me, congratulated me upon the difcovery of my 
innocence — ^with words fweef as honey read me 
the letter of my liberation, and gave me back 
ray fword. Now, then, to fly in triumph to my 
caftle — to fly into the arms of my Amelia — 
She had vaniflied. In the dead of night flie 
had been carried ofl^, no one knew where, and 
fince that moment had been feen no mbre. This 
account (truck me like a thunderbolt. I flew to 
the town,' approached the court with fecrefy — 
all eyes were rivetted upon me — ^nobody would 
give me any information. At laft I fpied her 
through a fecret lattice of the palace — (he threw 
me down a fniall billet. . 

SCHWEIZER. 

Did I not fay fo ? 

KOSINSKY. 

Hell and deftruflion ! . The contents — they 
gave her the choice, whether (he would fee 
me die, or become the miftrefs of the Prince. 
In the ftruggle between honour and love, (he 
confented to the latter^ and — [/augAing]—! — was 

. faved. 

SCHWEIZER. 

What did you upon this ? 

KOSIKSKt. 
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K0SIK9KY. 

I flood as one ft ruck with a thoufand terrors, — 
Blood was my .fir.ft,, Blood niy laft thought ! 
Foaming with rage I returned home^i feized a 
threenedged fword, and hurried to the minifter's 
houfe, for he only could have been the diabo- 
lical pander. They muft have perceived me from 
the window, for when I ran up flairs, all the 
rooms •were locked. I fearched-— enquired^ — the 
anfwer was, that he was gone to the Prince. I 
made the beft of my way thither — they knew 
nothing about him. I returned, burft open his 
door, found him, would have — but there fprung 
upon me from behind five or fix footmen^ and 
wrenched the weapon from my hands* 

4 

I 

SCHWEIZER. 

\Stamfiing violently^ 
And he had nothing for his pains, while you 
came back exactly as you went ? 

KOSINSKY. 

1 was apprehended, accufed, proceeded againft 
as a criminal, fentenced — only to be difgraced— » 
through particular favour. -^Mark that— difgrac* 
ed [and baniflied the territories* My eftates fell 
to the minifter as a reward, my Amelia remains 
in the jaws of the tyger, fighs and moans away 
her life, while my revenge muft faft, and cringe , 
beneath the yoke of defpotifm. 

I SCHWEIZER. 
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SCHWEIZER. 

[Rtjftng, andjlmrpening his /word. "] 
This is water for our mill, captain ! There is 
fome bufinefs here for the incendiaries. 

MOOR 

[fVho till now had been walking up ahd down in ter- 
rible agitation y quickly to the Robbers^ 
I muft fee her ! — Up! — prepare. — You remain 
wi th us, Kofinfky — Prepare to march without delay. 

ROBBERS. 

Whither? Whei;e? 

MOOR. 

Where ? Who afks that queftion? {Fiercely 
to SchweijzerJ] — Traitor? Wilt thou keep me 
back ? Never — but in my hopes of heaven ! 

SCHWEIZER. 

I. a traitor ! — Go to hell, and I will follow you. 

MOOR. 

[Falls upon his neck.] 
Kind foul ! Thou art indeed faithful to me. 
*^ She weeps, fhe moans away her life.''-* — Off! 
Quick! All ! towards Franconia ! In eight days 
we muft be there. 

[Epceunt omnes. 



ACT. 
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ACT IF. 



SCENE I. 

ft 

ji Gallery in Maoris Cqftle. 

[Charles de Moor in difguifcy under the name 
of Count Brand, Jlanding with Amelia he-^ 
fore a piBure ; the habit of a Nun lying upon the 
tabled 

MOOR. 

[Much agitated.'] 
An excellent man ! 

AMELIA. 

Count Brand feems to feel much interefted in 
that portrait. 

MOOR. 

[Viewing it with great emotion^ 
Oh ! a moft excellent man — a godlike man ! 
— And is he indeed dead ? 

AMELIA. 

Dead — as all our beft friends are — [gently tak* 
ing his hand.] — Count, there is no fuch thing as 
complete happinefs in this world. 

I 2 MOOR. 
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MOOR. 

Very- true — ^very true. — But have you already 
had fuch dreadful experience? You cannot yet 
have feen two-and-twenty fummers. 

AMELIA. 

Yes, I have had fuch experience — all live but 
to die in forrow. Wc toil for no other end — we 
intereft ourfelves for no other purpofe than that 
which we are to k)fe again with regiret. 

MOOR. 

\^Lookin£; on her Jledfafily !\ 
Have you already had any lofs that thus afflifts 
you? 

AMELIA* 

I have loft all. — No — no, nothing. 

MOOR. 

And will you learn to forget your lofs if! that 
habit? 

AMELIA. 

To-morrow, I hope. — Shall we pafs on, Count ? 

Moor. 
Why in fuch hafte? — Whofe picture is that 
on the right-hand ? It feems to be an unfortu- 
nate countenance. 

AMELIA. 

Thatpifture on the left hand is the foa of the 
couht, — the prefent lord. 

moor. 
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The only fon ? ^ 

AMELIA. 

Pa(s on— pafs on ! 

MOOR. 

But th?it pifture on the right-hand ? 

AMELIA. 

Will you not walk in the garden ? 

MOOR, 

But that pifture on the right-hand?-— You 
weep, Amelia — \Amelia goes out precipitately. 



«s= 



SCENE II. 

MOOR. \Alone^ 
She loves mel She loves me! The tears 
that fteal down her cheeks betray her ! She loves 
me ! I3 not this the fopha on which I hung with 
rapture upon her neck ? Are pot thefe my father's 
apartments ? The golden fummer of my child'- 
hood revifits my miferable foul-^Here thou 
fhouldft have been, a great ~ a wealthy — an en- 
vied man. Here thou {houldft have lived over 
Ugain tbjr boyifli years in Amelia's blooming 

children—^ 
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children — Here the idol of thy happy depen- 
dents — No ! I return to my mifery. — Dear abode 
of my father, farewell ! Once thou didft fofter 
the boy Charles, and the boy Charles was hap- 
py—Now thou doft behold him a man, and he 
is in defpair. — [i/1? turns quickly to the fartkeji end 
of thejlage^ where hejlops fuddenly^ in deep forrow^ 
Never more to fee her ! — Not one more farewell 
— not one kifs from her fweet lips ! No ! yet 
once more I muft fee her — embrace her, though 
it overwhelm me! I muft once more fip the 
intoxicating draught of extafy, and then away — 
as far as ocean can waft me, and defpair hurry 
me. \Exit. 



SCENE III. 



FRANCIS MOOR. 

[/« deej^ thought?^ 
Awsy thou horrid fpe£i:re ! away ! — Cowardly 
fool ! at what doft thou tremble? and at whom ? 
During the few hours that Count Brand has 
paffed within my walls, I have felt as if fome 
fpy of hell were conftantly at my heels. — Me- 
thinks I ought to know him! There is fomething 
in him that is great and noble — fomething that 
I have feen before in that wild fun-bunit counte- 
nance — 
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nance — fomething that makes me ihudder. — [He 
walks up and down— at lafi rings the belljy — Hcj^a I 
Francis! beware! behind thee lurks forae fe- 
cfetmonfter, big with deftruflion ! 



SHi 



SCENE IV. 
[T/^^FokEGoiNG. £«/«* Daniel.] 

DANIEL. 

What are your commands, my lord ? 

FRANCIS, 

\After having looked at him Jledfajlly for fome time*] 
Nothing ! Begone . Fill me a glafs of wine — 
be quick. [Exit daniel. 



SCENE V, 



FRANCI5, 

Upon my life the fellow will confefs if I tor- 
ture him on the rack. I will fix my eyes fteadily 
upon him, till his palid cheek (hall betray his fe- 
cret confcience. — [He Jands before the portrait of 
Charles y examining //.] — His long goofe-neck — his 

black 
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black buDiy eyebVows-^his fire-darting eyes ! — 
[Si^ldeH/y jhrinking^ ia^*.]— All-fearful hell, doft 
thou infpire me with the prefumptuous thought : 

^* This is Charles !" 



SCENE VI. 
[Enter Daniel wUh wme.] 

FilANCIS. 

Set jt down — Look me ftedfaftly in the face ! — 
How your knees fliake ! How you tremble !— 
Confefs, old man — What have you done ? 

DANIEL. 

Nothing, as God lives — By my poor foul, no- 
thing* 

FRANCIS. 

Drink this wine. — What, youhefitate? Cpme! 
quick ! What have you put m the wine ? 

DANIEL. 

God help me! — What (hould I put in the 

wine ? 

FRANCIS. 

You have mixed poifon with the wine. Are 
you not as white as fnow? Confefs! confefs! 
who gave it you? Did not the Count?*— The 
Count gave it you ? 

DANIEL. 
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DANIEL. 

The Count ? Jefus Maria ! The Count has 
given me nothing. 

FRANCIS. 

[Seizes him rougily.'] 
I will throttle you, you hoary liar ! Nothing 1 
what are you plotting ? He, you, and Amelia, 
what are you for ever whifpering about together ? 
Does (he not caft more forward glances upon that 
fellow than (he is ever wont to do on other men? 
Did I not fee, as fhe wept, fome ftolen tears fall 
into the wine? Did he not fwallow them down 
as greedily as if he would have devoured the very 
glafs? — Yes ! I faw it — by the reflexion from the 
mirror, I faw it with my own eyes. 

DANIEL. 

The allwife God knows that I underftand not 
one fy liable of all you are faying. 

FRANCIS. 

Will you deny it ? Will you call me liar to 
my face ? What fchemes of murder have you 
been plotting together to put me out of the 
world? Is it not fo ? To cut my throat in {hav- 
ing me ? To poifon my wii^e or my chocolate ? — 
Out with it ! or to fend me to eternal fleep at 
fupper. Out with it this inltant ! i will know 
all. 

DANIEL. 

So help me God, in my laft dying moments, I 
tell you but the truth, 

FRANCIS. 
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FRANCIS. 

For once I will pardon you* — But you do not 
fpeak the truth. Did he not put money in your 
purfe ? He prefled your hand harder than he 
need have done? As afFeftionately as one is 
wont to prefs that of an old friend ? 

DANIEL. 

No, never, my matter ! 

FRANCIS. 

He told you, for inftance, that he already knew 
fomething about you — that indeed you ought 
almoft to know him — that at fome future time the 
mift would fall from your eyes — that — What.? 
Did he never utter one word of this kind to you ? 

DANIEL. 

Not the fmalleft hint. 

FRANCIS. 

That he would revenge himfelf — would re- 
venge himfelf it\ a horrible manner ? 

DANIEL. 

^ Not a fyllable of it. 

FRANCIS. 

What ! nothing at all ? Recolleft yourfelf — 
that he knew the old lord very well — that he 
loved him — loved him from his foul — loved him 
as a fon ! 

DANIEL. 

Something of this I remember to have heard 
from him. 

FRANCIS. 
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FRANCIS. [TerrifiedJ] 
Indeed! indeed! Has he faid that he was 
my brother ?' 

DANIEL. 

No, he did not fay that. But as the lady con- 
duced him round the gallery, I flood liftening 
at the door — he flopped fuddenly before the pic- 
ture of our poor deceafed mafler, as if ftruck by 
lightning. The lady pointed to it, and faid — 
*^ An excellent man!" Yes, " an excellent 
man," he replied : then wiped his eyes. 

FRANCIS. 

Enough. — Go 1 run ! fly ! Fetch Herman hither. 

[J&xit DANIEL. 



SCENE VII. 

FRANCIS. 

'Tis clear as day. 'Tis Charles! — He will 
come and fay. Where is my inheritance ? Have 
I for this toiled away my nights ? Have I for 
this removed mountains, and filled up vallies ? 
Have I for this become a rebel to all the 
inftinfts of humanity, that at laft this wretched 
vagabond fliould thus ftumble into a difcovery 
of all my deep-laid plans ? Softly, foftly! There 

now 
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now remains nothing but ^eafy work*— a little* 
trifling niurder. He is a bungler that brings his 
work only half way to perfeftion, and then 
leaves it^ and idly fiares about^ and knows not 
hew to finiih what he has begun. 



SCENE VIII. 

'0 

[Enter Herman.] 



FRANCIS. 

Ha! Welcome my/Eurypylus I the bold and 
a£live hero in all my plans ! 

HERMAN. 

[Short and peevijlily^ 
Did you want me. Count ? 

FRANCIS. 

That you juay put the laft hand to your mailer- 
piece — 

HERMAN. [Grumbling^ 

Indeed 

FRANCIS. 

The laft ftroke of the pencil to the pifture. 

HERMAN. 

Aye? 

FRANCIS. 
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FRANCIS. [Starts.] 
Shall I order the carriage ? We can perhaps 
explain things farther in the courfe of an airing. 

HERMAN. [Sfiitefu//y] 
There is no occafion to give yourfelf that trou- 
ble — ^As to what we may have to fettle to-day, 
this foot of ground is fufficient. I could perhaps 
premife a word or two that would confiderably 
fpare your lungs afterwards. 

FRANCIS. [Starting.] 
Ah 1 and what is that P 

HERMAN. [Tauntingly.'] 

*' Thou (halt have Amelia — ^have her from my 

hand:**— 

FRANCIS. [AftoniJIied.] 

Herman ! 

HERMAN. 

[In the fame tone^ turning his back to Francis.] 
Amelia is the fport of my will — you can ealily 

imagine — In fhort, all goes exaftly to our wifhes ! 

[breaking out into an enraged laugh— -then turning 

indignantly to Francis.] — What have you to faty to 

me. Count Moor? 

FRANCIS. [Avoiding him.] 
Nothing to you — I fent for Herman. 

HERMAN. 

No (hufBing ! — Why am I ordered here ? — ^To 
be again duped, and to hold the ladder for the 

thief ? 
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thief? To hire myfelf to a poltroon for a fliil- 
ling — Is it not fo ? 

FRANCIS. 

[Seeming to recoUeM himfelf,^ 
Yes — true ! But let us not forget the prin- 
cipal bufinefs — My chamberlain has probably al- 
ready hinted to you, that I only wiftied to hear 
what ypu thought concerning the dowry, 

HERMAN. ' ' 

I believe you mock me, or worfe, for it is 
worfe if it is not mockery. — Moor, take heed. — 
Do not exafperate me. Moor. We are alone. 
\ have befides this another account to fettle with 
you. Truft not the devil that you yourfelf have 
raifed. 

FRANCIS. [IVith dignity.'] 
Is this your behaviour to your lord and mafter } 
—Tremble, flave ! 

HERMAN. 

\Wlth indignant irony^ 
But not at your difpleafure. — What is your 
difpleafure to the man who is ^t war with himfelf. 
Shame, Moor ! I hate the villain in you already — 
Do not make me laugh at the fool too. I can 
open graves, and call the dead to life. — Who is 
now the flave ? 

FRANCIS. 
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FRANCIS. 

[Fery fubmtffively ."] 
Friend, be difcreet — be not thus faithlefs. 

HERMAN* 

Silence ! Curfes are here the beft friendfliip, 
and treachery the beft faith. Faith ! to whom ? 
to an eternal liar. — Oh ! I tremble at the idea of 
fuch a faith, if a little portion of unfaithfulnefs 
had at that time made a faint of me. — But ftay. 
Patience, patience ! Revenge is cunning. 

FRANCIS. 

True, true ! I remember you loft a purfe not 
long ago of a hundred louts d'ors in this room. 
I had almoft forgotten it. Take it back, friend, 
it is your own. — [Forces a purfe upon Aim.'] 

HERMAN. 

« 

[Throws it fcornfully ^t his feet I\ 
Curfe upon this Ifcariot-money ! It is the 
earneft money of hell. — You have once before 
thought of making my poverty a pander to my 
heart, but you are miftaken, Count, egregioufly 
miftaken : your former purfe of money came op- 
portunely enough — it helped me to maintain fome 

people. 

FRANCIS.. [Terrified?^ 

Herman ! Herman ! Let me not fancy certain 

things of you. If you did more than you ought 

to do, you were execrable, Herman ! 

HERMAN. 
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HERMAK. [Exultingly.l 
Were I ? were I, indeed ? Well then, I will 
^ve you information. Count — [Sign^anify^ 
Tis true, I fatten upon your infamy ; it is my 
feaft. Sometime or other I will ferve it up for a 
banquet that the world (hall partake of — [fFith 
a malicums fmile] — ^You underftand me, I hope^ 
my fovereign^ my gracious lord and mafter 1 

FRAKCIS. 

[Starts up confufed.^ 
Ha ! Perfidious wretch ! Foolifli gamefter ! — 
[ftriking his forehead?^ — to let my fortune depend 
on the caprice of a fwindler < That was madnefs ! 
\TkrQws himfelf into an arm chair. 1 

HERMAN. 

\fFith an air of indifference!] 
Ah ! Thou art flirewd I thou art gunning ! 

FRANCIS. [Peevifikly.'] 
Then it h but too — too true ! There's no 
finely^woven web under the fun that fnaps fo 
fuddenly afunder as the bands of knavery I 

HERMAN. 

Softly ! foftly ! Have angels then ceafcd to mo- 
ralize, that devils fhould begin ? 

FRANCIS. 

[Rifes quickly, then turns to HERMAN with a ma'- 

lignant laugh.] 
And this difcoyery will do fome people much 
credit I 

HERMAN. 
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HERMAN. 

[Clapping hii hands^ 
Mafterly ! Incomparable ! You play your 
game admirably ! firft to drag the poor credulous 
fool into the fnare, and then cry. Woe to you^ 
iinner! — [/augiingJ] — Oh, how thefe Belzebubs 
refine ! — Count ! — [ClaJ^ing him on the Jhoulder.l — 
We have not yet learnt your leflbn. — By heavens! 
you muft firft hear what the' lofer hoards. — 
*• Fire into the powder-magazine/' cries the pi- 
rate, ** and up into the air with friend and foe!*' 



FRANCIS. 

\Goes ftiddenly to the wall ^ andfeizes afiifioL^ 
Here is treachery, deliberate treachery 1 

HERMAN. 

r 

[Takes one from his pockety andprefents it to himi\ 
Give yourfelf no trouble. In that cafe I am 
provided too. 

FRANCIS. 

[Lets the Jiiftolfally and throws himfelf into his arm 

chair.'] 
Only forbear till I — have thought a little more ! 

HERMAN. 

Till /you have hired a dozen afiaflins to filence 
my tongue for ever ? Is it not fo ? — But— [/« his 
^^.]-^the fecret is in writing, and my heirs will 
difcover it. [Exit. 

K SCENE 
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. SCENE IX. 

FRANCIS. [R{fing.] 

Frands! Francis! What was that? What 
has become of all thy coQrage, thy once ready 
wit ? Alas !. how truly wretched am I ! My 
creatures too betray me. The pillars of my for- 
tune begin to give way, and the avenging foe 
breaks in. Well ! myfituation demands fome bold 
determination ! How ? If I myfelf did it — fe- 
cretly plunged the fword into his body. — A 
wounded man can make but a weak refiftance — v 
I will venture it — [He walks haftily to the back of 
tkejiagey but fuddenly Jiofis in great agitation. y--"-^ 
Who creeps behind me ? — [turning his eyes horri- 
blyi] — Countenances fuch as I never beheld — 
fhrill voices — Courage I have, furely — Courage 

like a . But if a glafs fliould betray me to 

myfelf? or my (hadow? or the whiftling of the 
wind, or the (hadow of my murderous gefture ? — 
Where ! where ! My hair ftands ere£t---my 
knees knock againft each other — [He lets the dag- 
ger fall from under his coat^ — 'I am not a coward — 
my heart is too tender — Yes ! fo it is ! Tis the 

laft 
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laft convulfion of dying virtue — I admire it — ^I 
muft be a monfter to lay hands on my only bro^ 
ther— No! no! no! that is too much!— I will 
honour thefe remains of humanity within me. — 
I will not murder him — thou haft triumphed, 
nature. — I ftill feel fomething that refembleg 
natural affbaion- Let him live ! [Exit. 



SCENE X. 

A Garden. 

[Amelia alone in an Arbour y to which fev^ral Ave- 
nues leadl\ 

AMELIA. 

" Thou weepeft, Amelia!" And he fpoke 
it with fuch emphafis — ^with fuch expreffion. 
It feemed to recal the days of my youth — the 
golden fpring of love bloffomed in his words — 
the nightingale warbled, the flowersr bloomed 
all around, as when loft in happinefs I ruflied 
into his arms. Surely, if the fpirits of the de- 
parted ever walk among us^ this ftranger is the 
angel-fpirit of my Charles. Seeft thou, falfe, 
faithlefs heart, how cunningly thou palllateftithy 
perjury ! — No I no ! Away from my foul, im- 

K 2 pious 
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pious thought! away ye treacherous wifties! 
In the bofom where Charles lies buried (hall 
no mortal rcpofe.— Yet ! yet ! Why are my 
thoughts direfted fo perpetually, fo powerfully 
towards this ftranger ? Melted — immerfed in the 
image of my only one ? ** Thou weepeft, Ame- 
lia !'•— Hal Fly ! fly ! to-morrow I am a faint 1 
[SAe rifes.] Saint !— Poor heart ! what a word 
was that ! Once it played on my ear fo fweetly — 
Now, now ! thou haft aaed the hypocrite, my 
heart ! Thou waft wont to perfuade me it was 
viaory ! Differtibling heart ! it was— defpair — 
[She Jits down on a bench^ and hides herface^ 



SCENE XI. 

Enter Herman through an Avenue. 

HERMAN. \To himjelf^ 

It is begun Now let the ftorm rage on, 

though it fliould reach my own head — [Aloud] — 
LadyAmdia! Lady Amelia! 

AMELIA. 

[Shrmks bach] 
Some fpy;— What are you feeking here ? 

HERMAN. 
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HERMAN. 

I bring news — curious, laughable, terrible 
news. If you are difpofed to forgive offences, 
you (hall hear wonders. 

AMELIA. 

I have no memory for offences — Spare me this 
news! , 

HERMAN. 

t 

Do you not bewail a lover ? 

AMELIA. 

[Looks at Aim attentwefy.J 
I am the child of misfortune. — But what mo- 
tives have you In afking this queftion ? 

HERMAN. 

[In a low voice.l 
Hatred and love. 

AMELIA. [Sorrowfully ^\ 
Can any one then love in this place ? 

HERMAN. 

[Wildly looking around him.^ 
To diftra£lion ! Did not an uncle of yours 
die fome little time ago ? . 

AMELIA. [Tenderly!] 
A father — He loved me like his only daughter. 

HERMAN. 

They live. [^Rufies out.'] 



SCENE 
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SCENE XII. 

Enter Charles Moor through one of the Walks* 

A MEL I A, [Starting up.'] 
Charles, alive ! [5^^ rujiies after hermaJ^ji and 
meets Charles?^ * 

MOOR. 

Whither in fuch hade, lady ? 

AMELIA. 

I 

' \Starts back trembling^ - 
Earth fink under me ! — 'tis he ! 

MOOR. 

I come to take my leave of you. But, Oh 
Heaven ! in what agitation do I find you ? 

AMELIA. 

Go, Count. — ^Np, no, ftay — Oh happy had it 
been had you not come at this moment ! — Had 
you never come. 

MOOR. 

Should you have been happy, then ? Farewel. 
[Turmromd. quickly.] 

AMELIA. [Stofifiing him.] 
For heaven's fake, ftay ! — I me^nt not fo— 
[Wringing her hands.] — Oh God ! Why was it 
not fo?— Count! What has a poor orphan girl 

done 
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done to you, that you fliould mal^e her perjure 
herfelf ? What has love done to you, that you 
come to deftroy love ? 

MOOR. 

You kill me, lady. ' . 

AMELIA. 

My heart was pure, till I beheld you. — Oh 
that thefe eyes may become blind, that have 
made my heart thus perjured. 

MOOR. 

On me — on me this curfe ! My angel, your 
eyes are guilelefs, your heart is innocent. 

AMELIA. 

His countenance exactly — [jifide] \ — Count, 
I entreat you, turn that look away from me, • it 
difturbs my inmoft foul.* The traitrefs fancy 
brings his very felf before my eyes. — [ajide] — 
Had you come to me in the form of a crocodile, 
it would have been better for me. 

MOOR. 

[fViti a lookexprejjive of the utmoft tendernefsS\ 
You fpeak unjuftly, maiden. 

AMELIA. [Tenderly,^ 

And fliould you prove falfe. Count ? Should 

you mock my feeble heart ? — Yet, how can falfe- 

hood dwell in an eye which refembles his eye, as 

it were its looking-glafs. — Ah! would it were 

fo! 
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fo ! Happy (hould I be were I obliged to hate 
you ! Unfortunate, if I dare not love you. 

MOOR. 

[Prejfes her hand pqffionaUly to his lips^ 

AMELIA. 

Your kiffes burn like fire. 

MOOR. 

My foul burns in them. 

AMELIA. 

Go, go ! there is yet time. — Strong is the mind 
of man. Infpire me with all your fortitude. Oh 
man of intrepid foul ! 

MOOR. 

Your trembling makes the ftrong weak. Ti$ 
only here I live — \Hiding his face on her bofom] — 
and here will I die. 

AMELIA. 

[Much di/iurbed:\ ' 
Be gone — leave me. — What have you done, 
Man? — Away with your lips — [She Jirugglet 
againft his embraces^ — An impious flame creeps 
throiigh my veins — [ Tenderly and in tears.'] — And 
why muft you come from afar to diflurb a love 
which defied death ? — [She frejfes him clofe to 
her bofom ^ — God forgive thee, young man, 

MOOR. 
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MOOR. 

[Hanging on her neck.] 
If the reparation of the foul from the body 
refembles this — ^To die, excels all the joys of 

life *. 

AMELIA. [Sprrow/ulfy.] 

Here, on this fpot where you now ftand, he 
has flood a thoufand times at her fide, who in 
him forgot heaven and earth. Here his eye 
darted all around through exulting nature 5 — ^he 
feemed to feel her benignity, while (he in- 
creafed in beauty under the eye of her Creator. 
Here he fafcinated the nightingales with hea- 
venly mufic — ^here from this bufli he gathered 
rofes — gathered them for me.— Here, here he lay 
on my bofom, preffed his burning lips to mine — 
[Moor embraces her with violent ardour — thrf mingle 
their kijfes. He hangs in ra/itures on her lips^ andjhe 
Jinks half fainting upon /^^ ^z?/.]— -Punifli me, 
Charles ! my oath is broken. 

MOOR. 

[Tears him/elf from her,] 
What hell is it that opens for me ? > Am I not 
ipoft happy ? — [Looks wildly upon her^ 

AMELIA. 

[Looking upon her ring—jhejlarts up from the feat,] 
What ! thou too here on the finger of the 
guilty one ! Muft thou be a witnefs how Amelia 

♦ Literally, To die, is the mafter-piece of life. 

fports 



138 THE robbers: 

fports with perjury! — Away, with thee' — [Sie 
tears the ring off her finger y and gives it to Charles^ 
Take it — take it, beloved feducer, and with it 
my moft facred — my all — my Charles ! — [She falls 
back upon the feat. ^ 

MOOR. 

^ • [Turning Jiale.^ 

Gracious God! this cannot be. It is the 
fame — the very ring I myfelf gave her as the 
pledge of our union. — ^Away with thee, love ! I 
have my ring again. 

AMELIA. [With terror. "] 
Oh God ! what is the matter with you ? 
Your eyes roll wildly — your lips are pale ! — Oh 
mifery! Does the rapture of guilt then pafs 
away fo quickly ! 

MOOR. 

[With fortitude^ 
Nothing, nothing! — [Starting up.'] — Still I am 
a man ! — [He pulls off his own ring, and puts it on 
Amelias finger.] — 'Here, take this — thi^ fweet 
fury of my heart, and with it my moft facred — 
my all — my Amelia. 

AMELIA. [Rifing hafiily.] 
Your Amelia ! 

MOOR. 

[With tender emotion.] 
Oh ! (he was fo beauteous, fuch a lovely crea- 
ture, and faithful as an angel. She gave me this 

diamond 
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diamond when I parted from her. I too left a 
ring with hef to be the token of my 6delity. 
She heard I was dead, and remained faithful to 
the dead. Again (he heard I was living, and 
became faithful to the living. I flew into her 
arms — my extafy was mdre than mortal — Feel 
the thunderbolt which ftruck my heart, Aipelial 
She gives me back my ring, I — ^gave her back the 
diamond. 

AMELIA. 

[ Thunderfiruchy her eyes fixed upon the ground*^ 
Strange ! horribly ftrange ! 

MOOR. 

Moft horrible ! moft ftrange ! Good child, 
much, very much has man to man to learn before 
he knows the power above him, who laughs at 
his oaths, and weeps over his fond proj^fts. — 
My Amelia is a haplefs girl. 

AMELIA. 

Haplefs, for Ihe rejedted you. 

« • 

MOOR. 

Haplefs, in embracing me — haplefs for two 
reafons. 

, AMELIA. 

\ln a tender but forrtnvful tone.^ 
Haplels indeed, deareft maiden ! She fliall be 
my fifter.' — But there is ftill another and a better 
world., 

MOOR. 
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MOOR* 

Where all deceit vanifhes^ and love has na 
difguife—— Eternity is its name — My Amelia is 
a haplefs maiden ! 

AMELIA* 

[Somewiat peevi/kfy.] 
Are all haplefs that love you> and are called 
Amelia ? 

MOOR. 

All, if they think to embrace an angel, and — 
find in their arms a deflroyer. — My Amelia is a 
haplefs maiden. 

AMELIA. 

[fTifA violent emothnJ] 
I weep for her ! 

MOOR. 

[Takes her handy and holds the ring before her fy^J.] 
Then weep for yourfelf! — [Rufies out J] 

AMELIA. 

[Recognizing the ring^^ 
Charles! Charles! Oh heaven and earth! — 
[Sinks down — thejcene clofes.^ 



SCENE 
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^ SCENE XIIL 

A Forest. Midnight. 

[jtn old Caftle in the front of thejlage. The hand of 
Robbers lying on the ground. Spiegelbero 
and Razman enter into converfation^ 

RAZMAN. 

It grows late, and the captain is not returned 
yet. 

SPIEGELBERO. 

A word in confidence, Razman, — Captain, do 
you fay ? Who has fet him over us as captain ? 
or has he not rather ufurped this title, which by 
right is mine ? How ! Do we for this rifle our 
lives upon the caft of a die ? Have we for this 
defied all the pale peftilence of fate, that in 
the end we may think ourfelves happy to be 
the bondfmen of a flave ? — the bondfmen who 
might be princes. — By heavens, Razman, this 
has never pleafed me ! 

RAZMAN. 

By the thunder! nor me. — But what's to be 

done? 

SPIEGELBERG. 

Do you aflc me that queftion ? — ^Razman, if 
you are the man I have always taken you for — 

Razman 
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Razman — ^They mifs him already — ^almoft give him 
over for loft. Razman — It feems to me his fatal 

hour approaches. How ! Do you not fpring into 
the air when the clock of freedom ftrikes. How ! 
have you not for once courage enough to take a 
bold hint ? 

RAZMAN. 

Ah, Satan 1 in what would you entangle my 
foul ! 

SPIEGELBERG. 

Do you underftand me ?^ — Well, then follow. 
I have obferved the way he took. — Come ! Two 
piftols feldom fail, and then — 

SCHWEIZER.. [Starling uji.] 
Ah ! monfter ! Full well you remind me of 
the Bohemian woods ! — Waft thou not the 
coward who began to tremble when they called 
out-—" The enemy advances ?" I then curfed 
you in my foul. — ^To hell with you, affaflin !— 
[Tiey draw their fwords^ and fight.'] 

THE ROBBERS. [In alarm J\ 
Murder ! murder ! — Schweizer— Spiegelberg — 
force them afunder ! 

SCHWEIZER. 

[Stabs Spiegelberg.l 
There! die like a dog! — Peace, comrades — ^ 
Don't be alarmed at this hare-hunt. — The wretch 
was always envenomed againft our captain, .and 

has 
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has not a wound upon his Ikin. — Ah ! damn 
the rafcal ! in fecret he will affaffinate — in fecret ! 
Has the fweat run from our brows for this, that 
we fhould fneak out of the world like villains? 
Thou infernal bead ! Have we lived in fire and 
fmoke for this, to die at laft like rats ? 

GRIMM. 

But, zounds ! the captain will be enraged. 

SCHWEIZER. * 

Leave that to me. Schufterle afted in the 
fame manner, but he hangs for it now in Swit- 
zerland, as my matter foretold to him — [Firing is 
heard.^^ 

GUI MM. [Jumping np."] 

Hark ! a piftol (hot ! — [A fecond JhotJ] — ^Ano- 
ther ! Ah ! the captain ! 

KOSINSKY, 

Patience ! Let him fhoot a third time — [A 
third Jhot is keardj] 

GRIMM. 

It Is he! it is! Retire Schwelzer! Let us 
anfwer hijn — f They found their horns. ^ 



SCENE 
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SCENE XIV. 

[THe Foregoing. Enfer Moor.] 

ScHWEizER. [Meets Aim.] 
Welcome, captain. I have been a little quar-^ 
relfome fince you went away — [Leads Aim to the 
dead iody.] — Be yourfelf the judge between me 
and this fellow. He intended to have affaffinated 
you in fecret. 

moor. 
[Gazes earnejlly on tie corpjey then breaks out haf- 

ti/y,] 
Avenging power ! this is thy incomprehenfible 
hand ! Was not this the man who fung to me 
the fyren-fong ? — Confecrate this fwprd to the 
God of vengeance. — 'Tis not you who have 
done this, Schweizer. 

SCHWEIZER. 

Zounds! but I have though; and by all the 
devils in hell it is not the worft thing I ever did — 
[Throws his /word over the body, and goes away.] 

MOOR. [Thoughtfully!] 
I comprehend — Ruler of Heaven — I compre- 
hend. — The leaves fall from the tree-^my harveft 

rs 
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is come, — ^Take him out of my fight — [Spiegel- 
berg^s body is taken away J] 

. GRIM*. 

Give us orders, Capjain, what we fliall do 
now. 

MOOR. 

^ Soon — (oon all will be fulfilled. Since I was 
there I have loft myfelf. Take up your horns 
and found them : I muft lull myfelf again with 
the thoughts of my youth.— Sound, I fay ! 

kosinsky/ 

It is midnight. Captain. Sleep lies like lead 
ijp9» us. For three days paft not an eye has 
been clofed. 

moor. 

Does the balfam of fleep weigh down the eye- 
lids of robbers ? Why then does it fly from me ? 
I never was a coward, or a mean and w^orthlefs 
wretch. — Begin! begin,Ifay ! — Let me have mufic 
to recover my finking foul — [ Tbey play a march. 
Moor walks up md down' deeply agitated^ while 
the mufic is playing ; then interrupts them Juddenly^-^ 
Begone 1 Good-night ! To-morrow you fhalj 
hear more. 

THE ROBBERS. 

I 

[Laying them/elves upon the ground^ 
^Good-night, Captain — [They fall ajleep.} 

h SCENE 
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SCENE XV. 

Moor. 

[yi/one awake, zvAi/e there is a deepfilence^ 

A long — ^long good-night; no blufhlng mora 
will dawn again for me 1 — Think you I (hall 
tremble, fpirits of my murdered vi£lims ! I 
will not tremble. Your feeble dying cries, your 
diftorted features, youf terrible gaping wounds, 
are but fo many links of one continued chain of 
fate ; and depend perhaps at laft, when the buf- 
tle of the day is over, on the caprices of my 
nurfes and preceptors, on thf temperament of my 
father's conftitution, on the blood of my mother* 
— Why has not Perillus made an ox of me, that 
within me the feelings of humanity might have 
been burnt up — \^He firefents the pijiol!] — ^Time 
and eternity ejmbrace over this little tube! — 
Terrible key, that (huts the prifon doors of life 
behind me, and opens to me the habitation of ever- 
lafting^ freedom. — ^Tell me ! oh tell me ! Whither 
— whither wilt thou lead me ! To a foreign and 
unexplored country. Lo ! humanity (hrinks from 
the very thought of it— the bouhdlefs idea of eter- 
nity confounds us ; and fancy, the playful imi- * 

tator 
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tator of the fenfes, conjures up a thoufand fright- 
ful images before our aftoniflied eyes. No, no, 
a man muft not hefitate — Be what thou' wilt, 
namelefs futurity, if this confcioufnefs of exift- 
ence remain with me ; be what . thou wilt, if 
this accompanies me to the regions above. The 
things of eternity are no more than what the 
fancy choofes to pifture them. This confciouf- 
nefs is my heaven and my hell ! — [^Starting for- 
ward with a fixed countenance.^ — Oh God ! Wouldft 
thoubutvouchfafeme fome burn t-up corner of the 
globe, far removed from the eye of man, where 
the folitary night and the perpetual defert would 
furround me — I fliould then fill the filent void 
with my groanings. I fhould have an eternity 
of leifure to anatomize the complicated machine 
of univerfal mifery. — Or wilt thou lead me 
through new births, and new fcenes of wretch- 
ednefs, ftep by ftep, to annihilation ?. I am not 
fo well able to cut the thread of life that is wo- 
ven for me, on the other fide, as I am on this. — 
Thou canft annihilate me * But this power thou 
canft not take from me — [He loads the pijlol, and 
Juddenlyfiops.'\ — And (hall I die for fear of a life 
of pain ? Shall I refign for mifery the viftory 
over myfelf. No ! I will endure all ! — [He throws 
away the pifidl.'] — ^Torment itfelf is weakened by 
my pride ! My deftiny (hall be fulfilled ! — [ The 
night becomes fiill darker ^ and a belljlrikes twelve^ 

L 2 SCENE 
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SCENE XVI- 

\Enter Herman, ivio pajes through the woody af- 
terwards the voice of oldMook is heard from tic 

Tower.'] 

HERMAN. 

Hark ! hark ! terribly howls the bird of night ! 
The village clock ftrikes twelve. — Well, well! 
all is afleep — fa ve the man whofe troubled con- 
fcience keeps him awake» and— revenge — [He 
goes to the tower, and knocks. 1 — ^Arife, man of for- 
row — inhabitant of the tower ! Thy feafi: is 
^ ready. 

MOOR. 

[Starts back trembling.^ 
What does that mean ? 

A VOICE [fr^m within the Tower.} 
Who knocks here ?-— Ah ! is it you, Herman^ 
jny raven ? 

HERMAN. 

, It is I — it is Herman, your raven. Come to 
the grate, and eat. Your companions of the 

night (hriek terribly. — Bu t Youfecm to have 

A good appetite^ old man ! 

'thb 
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THE VOICE. 

I am veiyhimgiy. Thanks to that good Being 
who fends his ravens with bread into the wilder* 
uefs ! — And how does my dear child, Herman ? 

HERMAN. 

Silence ! Hufli ! There is a noife as of fome 
one fnoring. — Do you hear nothing ? 

THE VOICE. 

How ! — Do you hear any thing ? 

HERMAN. 

I hear the wind whiftling through the ruins of 
the Tower — a midnight mufic which makes one*8 
teeth chatter, and one'3 knees to knock toge- 
ther. — Hark ! again t Still there is a noife as of 
fome one fnoring.~You have company, old man! 
Whu ! whu ! whu ! 

THE VOICE. 

Do you fee any thing? 

HERMAN. 

Farewell ! farewell ! The wafte is horrible. — 
Down to your dungeon- — ^your faviour is near ! 
your avenger ! — [He is rujldng away.] 

MOOR. 

[BQldfy Jiepping forward.] 
Stop ! 

HERMAN. [Stops,'] 

. Who's there? 

MOOR. 
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MOOR. 

4 ' 

Stop ! Speak ! Who are you ? What brings 
you here ? Speak ! 

HERMAN. 

[Comes forward.^ 
Certainly— r-one of his fpies ! — I fpar nothing — 
[Afide.^ [Draws his /word.'] — Defend yourfelf, 
rafcal ! You have a man before you. 

MOOR. 

[Strikes thtjword out of his hand.'] 
I will have an anfwer. What means this 
childifli fword play. — Did you fpeak of revenge ? 
•Revenge here belongs to me aloijie — Who elfe 
will interfere ? 

HERMAir 

[Staggers back terrified^ 
By Heavens ! he was never born pf woman! 
His touch difarms me — it is like death itfelf. 
THE VOICE. [In the Tower.] 
Alas ! alas ! is it you, Herman, who fpeak 
there ? With whom are you talkipg, Herman ? 

MOOR. 

Is there any one beneath this place ? What 
is going on here ? — [Ruflies towards the tower.]— 
3ome dreadful fecret lies concealed within this 
tower — with the fword will I difcover all. 

HERMAN. 

[^Approaches y trembling.] 
Terrible being ! Art thou the accurfed gob- 
}jn pf this df fert .? or art thou one of the infers 

nal 
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nal minifters of revenge, who go the rounds of 
this lower world, and review all the dark and 
difmal deeds of midnight. — Oh! if thou art he, 
welcome to this tower, 

MOOR. 

Rightly conjeftured ! I am the wanderer of 
the night — the avenging angel. I have flefh and 
blood as thou haft? Is it a prifoner whom 
mankind have driven out of fociety? I will un- 
loofe his chains. — Hark ! the voice agaiu.49- 
Where is the door ? 

HERMAN, 

As foon might Beelzebub burft the gates of ' 
Heaven as thou this door, lirong as thou art l-^ 
Begone ! — The cunning of a rafcal can do more 
than the intelleft of a man — [He points wit A his 
fword to the tower.} 

MOOR. 

• 
But not more than the craft of a robber — [He 

takes out feveral keys from his pockets, 1 — I now 
thank my God that he has placed me at the head 
of pickpockets. Thefe keys will mock the fore- 
fight of hell — [He tries one of theniy and opens the 
tower. From the dungeon comes out a Jhrrvelled old 
many like a Jkeleton. Moor Jhrinks back fhocked?^ 
Dreadful myftery ! My father ! 



3CENE 
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SCENE xvir. 

[T55^ FOREGOING. Old Moor.]' 

OLD MOOR. 

Thanks to thee, O God! The hour of my 
^iyeraftice is come. 

MOOR. 

Spirit of the aged Moor ! What has difturbed 
thee in thy grave ? Haft thou dragged after thee 
into the other world fomc fln, that bars the door 
K>( paradife againft thee? I will pray, I will 
iiitve maflfes read, to fend thy wahdering fpirit 
to its home. Haft thou plundered widows and 
orphans of their gold, who now haunt thee in 
this midnight hour ? I will tear the buried trea- 
fure from the claws of the dog of hell, though 
he (liould fpit a thoufand flames upon me, and 
^nafli his horrid teeth at my fword ? Or comeft 
thou at my requeft to unfold the riddles of futu* 
rity ? — Speak ! fpeak ! I am not a man to grow 
pde with fear. 

OLD MOOR. 

I am no fpirit. Touch me. I live. Oh, what 
a wretched exiftence ! 

MOOR. 
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MOOR. 

Wfaatt ! Haft thou not been buried ? 

OLD MOOk. 

I have been bUried ; that is> inftead of me 4 
dedd dog was interred in my father's vault, and 
I-^fuU thre^ l6ng months, have languifhed in this 
dark difinal dungeon, cheered by no enlivening 
fun-beam — ^fanned by tio warm zephyr- — ^where 
the night raven croaks, arid the fcreech-owl be- 
gets melancholy by her (hriekings. 

MOOR. 

Heaven and hell ! Who has doile this ? 

HERMAN. 

\}Vith frantic exultathn.'] 
Afon! 

OLD MOOR. 

Do not curfe him ! 

MOOR. 

A fon ! — [Turning furioujly towards Hermafi]-^ 
Serpent-tongued liar ! — A fon ! Speak but the 
word fon again, and I will plunge ten thoufand 
daggers into thy blafpheming throat ! A fon? 

HERMAN. 

And if hell itfelf (hould ope its infernal jaws, 
I muft ftill fay — ^a fon ! 

MOOR. 

[Petrified with horror.^ 
O, eternal chaos ! 

OLD MOOR, 
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OLD MOOR. 

If thou art a man, and haft the heart of a man 
— Deliverer ! whom I know not, oh ! hear the 
ibnrow^ of a father, brought upon him by his 
fons— Three months already I have bewailed 
my griefs to thefe deaf walls : a hollow echp 
only has repeated my lamentation. If thou art 
^ man, and haft the heart of a man-^ 

MOOR. 

Oh, this piteous appeal would fubdue evep 
wolves ! 

OLD MOOR. 

I was lying upon my lick bed, had fcarceljr 
recovered my ftrength after a lingering illnefs, 
when there came a man who told me my eWeft 
fon had fallen in battle, brought me his laft fare- 
well ; and faid, that my curfe had, hunted hin^ to 
battle — to defpair, and death ! — 

HERMAN. 

It was a lie ! a: damned lie ! That v^ry villain 
was I — bought by gold and promifes to lull 
your enquiries after him, and to kill you, by the 
melancholy news of his death. 

QLD MOOR. 

Thou! thou! Oh Heaven! — And was this 
an impofition ? Was I then deceived ? 

MOOR. 
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MPOR. 

[Ste^s ajide with the mojt violent emotion^ 
Heareft thou this. Moor ? Heareft thou this ? 
It begins to come to light ! Oh, it is dreadful 1 

HERMAN. 

Spurn me under foot as a viper ! I was his 
bafe accomplice : I fuppreffed the letters of your 
Charles, forged yours, and fubftituted others of 
a more angry and implacable nature. Thus have 
they deceived you — thus have they excluded him 
from your will, and torn him from your heart. 

MOQR. 

\Shuddering with confternatiott,'] 
And for this have I become a robber and mur- 
derer! — [Beats his breaji and forehead]-^0\\y fool ! 
fool! ftupid fool that I am — Villanous deceit 1 
and for this I have become an incendiary and a 

> 

murderer \—\JValk5 hajlily up and down in a kind of 
frenzy^ 

OLD MOOR. 

[^Endeavouring tofupprefs his anger and indignation^ 
Francis ! Francis ! — Yet I will not curfe! And 
that I (hould fee nothing ! — ^hear nothing ! Woe 
to thee, blind old dotard ! 

MOOR. 

[Stops fuddenly.l 
My father immured in a dungeon ! — [Suppref- 
fng his feelings.'] — I have nothing to be angry at 

here— 
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here — [To old Moor, with forced compofure.l — Pro 
ceed, > 

0LI> MOOR. 

I fainted at the delivery of the meifage. They 
muft have fuppofed me dead, for when I came to 
myfelf I was lying ftill on the bier, and wrapped 
in a winding fheet as one dead. I beat againft 
the lid of the coffin. It was opened— :-all around 
was dark — my fdn Francis flood before me.— 
*' What?" cried he, with a terrible voice, " wilt 
thou live for ever?" and immediately Ihut down 
the lid again. The terror of thefe words depriv-. 
ed me of my fenfes- When I awoke the fe- 
cond time, I felt the coffin lifted from the ground, 
and conveyed in a waggon about the diftance of 
two miles. At laft it was opened. I flood at 
the entrance of this dungeon, my fon before 
me, and the man who brought me the bbody 
fword of my Charles. Ten times I embraced 
his knees, begged and implored — again embraced 
his knees, and conjured him. The prayer of his 
father reached not his heart. " Down with the 
old dotard," faid he, with a voice of thunder, 
" he has lived long enough." Mercilefely was I 
forced down, and my fon Francis locked the door 
upon me. 

MOOR. 

Impoffible ! impoffible ! — You muft have de- 
ceived yourfelf. 

OLD MOOR. 
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OLD MOOR. 

I may have deceived myfelf. Hear more, but 
reftrain your rage ! Thus I lay for twenty hours, 
and no human being took thought of my mi- 
fery. No human footftep broke in upon my foli- 
tude, though they fay the fpirits of my forefathers 
drag their rattling chains amidft thefe ruins, and 
in the dead of night chaunt their funeral fongs. 
At laft I heard the door open. This iame man 
brought me fome bread and w^ater, and told 
me that I wsls condemned to be ftarved to death, 
and that his life was in danger if it fliould be 
difcovered that he fupported me. Thus was I 
wretchedly kept alive a long time, but the iu- 
ceflant froft, the infeftious air, my boundlefs 
grief! — My ftrength was exhaufted, my body 
emaciated. — Oh a thoufand times did I implore 
my God with tears to releafe me ; but' the mea- 
fure of my fufferings was not yet filled up, or per- 
haps fome happinefs may yet await me, for 
which I was fo wonderfully preferved. But I 
fufferjuftly — my Charles! my Charles! he had 
no grey hairs* 

MOOR. 

Enough, enough! Rife, ye clods, ye lumps 
of ice I Up, you idle fenfelefs fleepcrs 1 — Up! — 
Win none of you awake ? — [He fires ajnjlo/ over 
thejlee^ng jiobbers.] 

• * 

SCENE 
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SCENE XVIIL 

[The FOREGOING. TAe Robbers Jiari up from 

their Jleep!\ 

THE ROBBERS. [Alarmed.'] 
Ah ! Holla ! holla !— What's the matter here? 

MOOR. 

And has not this tale rouzed you from your 
fleep ? Eternal fleep itfelf would have been 
awaked; — Look here ! look here ! The laws of 
the world depend upon the caft of a die — the 
band of nature is broken — the ancient contraft is 
no more — ^The fon has killed the father. 

THE ROBBERS. 

What fays the captain ? 

MOOR. 

No ! not killed ! The word is a palliation of 
the crime! — The fon has racked the father, put 
him to a thoufand deaths, impaled him, tortured 
him, flayed him alive ! Even thefe words are too 
foft. That deed at which fin itfelf muft blufli, 
at which the cannibal fliudders, fuch as no devil 
fince the creation of the world has ever attamed 
to — ^his own father ! — The fon — Oh, look you 
here ! look you here ! he funk into a fwoon — in 

that 
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that tower has the fon confined his own father- 
cold, nakednefs, hunger,^ third 1 Oh, look I — 
Oh, but look ! — ^It is my father — I mull cgnfefe 
it. 

THE ROBBERS. 

[Preffing nearer , and furrounding the old man.] 
Thy father I Thy father ! 

SCHWEIZER. 

[Approaches in a humble pofiwre^ and falls down before 

him.] 
Father of my captain I I kifs thy feet! com- 
mand my dagger. 

MOOR. 

Revenge! revenge! revenge for thee! thou 
dreadfully outraged, facrilegioufly injure^ old 
man ! This very moment I tear afunder the ties 
of brotherhood for ever— [-H? tears his coat from 
top to bottom.] — ^Thus do I curfe in the fight of 
heaven every drop of my brother's blood with- 
in me. Hear me, moon and ftars 1 hear me ! 
Oh, dark heaven of midnight^ that looked dovvp 
upon this dreadful deed ! Hear me, thrice tre- 
mendous God, who riileft above the moon — thou 
who avengeft and condemneft on high above the 
ftars, and fpreadeft flames of fire over the night ! 
Here I kneel — ^here I ftretch out my hand in 
the dreadful dead of night. Here I fwear, and 
may Nature caft me. forth from her confines as 

worfe 
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'worfe tBan the vileft brute; if I break tlm 
oath, I fwcar never to behold the light of day 
until the blood of this parricide be fiied upon thefe 
ftonejs, and fteam towards heaven! — [He rifes.'] 

THE ROBBER^. 

It is an infernal aft ! Who will fgy we are 
rogues! no ; by all the devils of burning Kell we 
never have afted a part half fo damnable. 

MOOR. 

Yes; and by all the fad fighs of thofe who ever 
died by your weapons-^r-of thofe whom my con- 
flagration confumed, and the powder-magazine 
overwhelmed — No thought of murder or of rob- 
bery fliall find room in your bread till atl your 
clothes are died fcarlet in the blood of that curf- 
ed wretch. This have you never dreamt, that y^a 
fliould become the avenging arm of the powers 
of Heaven ? The complicated we}> of our d^ 
tiny is unravelled ! To-day a higher power has 
ennobled all we have done. Adore him who 
has vouchfafed you this illuftrious employment, 
who has brought you hither, who has deig«<ed 
to make you the terrible angels ef his myfte- 
nous judgment! Uncover your heads! Kne^l 
down in the duft, and rife men fet apart for a 
facred duty! — [TXtfy kneei down.l 

6CHW5IZER. 

Command, captain I What (hall we do ? 

MOOR. 
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MOOR. 

Rife, Schweizer, and touch, thefe venerable 
locks — [He conduSls him to his father y and puts a 
lock of his hair into his hand.] — You remember 
when once you cleaved afunder the head of a Bo- 
hemian horfeman, as he was brandifhinghis fword 
over me, funk as I was down upon my knees, 
breathlefs and exhaufted from excefs of fatigue ; 
I then promifed you a reward that ftiould be 
princely. . I never yet have been able to difcharge 
that debt. 

SCHWEIZER. n 

That you did fwear to me, it i$ true. — But let 
me for ever call thee my debtor. 

MOOR. 

No; now I will repay thee, Schweizer — ne- 
ver has mortal been honoured as thou art now ! 
'■ — Avenge my father ! — [Schweizer rifes.] 

SCHWEIZER. 

Great captain ! To-day, for the firft time, thou 
haft made me proud. — Command — where — how ? 
—When fhall I flay him ? 

MOOR. 

The minutes are counted : thou muft go quick- 
ly. Choofe the worthieft of the band, and lead 
them to the nobleman's caftle. Tear him from 
his bed if he is afleep, or lying in the arms of 
pleafure — drag him from the feaft, if he is intoxi- 
cated — drag him from the crucifix, if he is pray- 

M ing 
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ing before it upon his knees. But mark me: I 
enjoin you ftriftly, bring, him to me alive. The 
flefti of that man will I cut in pieces, and give 
it for food to the hungry yulturcs, who but 
fcratches his (kin^ or hurts ahair of his head ! I 
muft have him whole and entire ; and if thou 
bringeft him whole and alive, thou (halt have 
a million for thy recompence -, I will ileal it from 
kings at the hazard of my life, and thou (Jialtbe 
free as ain— Thou underftandeft me — fly ! 

SCHWEIZER. 

Enough, captain! Here is my hand: thou 
feeft either two return, or none. The angel of 
deftruftion attend us — [Exit with a party and Her- 
man.] 

MOOR. 

Difperfe yourfelves in the wood. I (hall re- 
main here. 






ACT 
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ACT K 



SCENE I. 

ji Piew of fever al AfrartmefUs. 

[Francis, in a mghi-gown, rujkes in, followed by 

Daniel.] 

• ( • 

FRANCIS. 

Betrayed! betrayed! Spirits rufli from their 
graves ! The kingdom of death, let loofe from 
its eternal fleep, thunders in my ears ! — Mur- 
derer I murderer ! — Who is there ? 

DANIEL. [Anxioujly.^ 
Heaven help us ! Was it you, my noble maf- 
ter, whofe ftirieks re-echoed fo horribly through 
the paffages, that all ftarted from their beds in 
the utmoft terror ? , ' 

FRANCIS. 

From their beds ! Who bids you fleep ? No 
oqe fhalL fleep at this hour. — Doft thou hear ? 

, M2 All 
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All ftiall be awake — in arms — every gun (tall be 
charged. — Didft thou not fee them lurking about 
among the trees in yonder avenue ? . 

DANIEL. 

Whoiji, gracious Sir ? 

FRANCIS. 

Whom, blockhead! Whom! fo coldly, fo in- 
differently doft thou afk whom ? It has feized me 
like a giddinefs— Whom ?— Stupid dolt ! whom? 
Ghofts and devils ! — What is the hour of the 
night? . . .. 

DANIEL. 

The watchman has juft called two. 

FRANCIS. 

ft 

What ! will this night laft till doomfday ? 
Heareft thou no tumult near ? . No cries of vic- 
tory ? no trampling of horfes ? Where is Char — , 
the Count, I would fay ? - 

DArNIEL. ' 

I know not, mafter, , 

FRANCIS. . 

Thou knoweft not? Thou too, art, one of this 
gang ? I will ftamp thy heart through thy ribs ! 
with your damned I know not I — What ? Hea- 
ven ! hell ! all confpire againft me ? 

DANIEL- 

My mafter!' ' ... 

■FRAiJCfs-: 
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FRANCIS. 

NoJ 1| do not tremble! it was merely a 
dream. The dead do not rife yet : — Who fays 
that I tremble and look pale ? , No, no ! I am 
calm— quite at my eafe. 

DANIEL. 

You are pale as death, your voice is hollow 
and faultering. 

FRANCIS. 

I have fomethingof a fever: I will be let blood 
to-morrow. ^ 

DANIEL. 

You are extremely ill. 

FRANCIS. 

Yes, indeed — indeed ! that is all — ^arid illnefs 
deftroys the brain, produces ftrange and madden- 
ing dreams. — But what are dreams — Is it not 
true, Daniel ? Dreams arife merely from in- 
digeftion — they fignify nothing : I had a horrid 
dream— [i/(?^«^j dozvn in afwoon.] 

DANIEL. 

Heavens ! wTiat is this ! George ! Conrad ! 
Baftian ! Martin ! Shew but one fign of life ! 
-^[SAahs him.'] — Preferve but your reafon ! it 
will be faid I have murdered him. Lord have 
mercy upon me ! 

FRANCIS. [Pifturbed.'] 

Away! begone! Why d oft thou fliake me 
thus, horrible (keleton ? The dead rife not yet. 

DANIEL. 
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BAKIEL. 

Oh, eternal goodnefs ! he has loft his reafon. 

FRANCIS. 

[^Raifes himf elf faintly.^ 
Where am I ? — Is it thee, Daniel ? What 
havelfaid? Regard it not! I have fpoken a 
lie, be it what it will.-^Come, help me up ! it 
was but a fit of giddinefs — becaufe I — becaufe 
1 have not had my fleep out. 

DANIEL. 

I muft call for afliftance : I will call phyficians. 

FRANCIS. 

Stay. Sit down here upon this fopha^-So — 
Thou art a difcreet — a good man. Let me relate 
it to thee. 

DANIEL. 

Not yet ; another tiqie. I will take yop to 
bpd. Reft is beft fpr you, 

FRANCIS. 

' No, I pray thee, let me talk to thee, and do 
thou laugh heartily at me. flark ! methought 
I gave ^ princely banquet, my heart was full of 
joy ; and, as I was revelling in voluptuoufnefs 
on the grafly banks of the caftle garden, fudden^ 
ly — fuddenly — But I tell thee, laugh thou hearer 
tily at me. 

DANIEL. 

Suddenly. 

FRANCIS. 



' A TRAGEDY 167 

FRANCIS. 

Suddenly a monftrous clap of thunder (Iruck 
my aftoniflied ear ; trembling I darted up, and 
behold it appeared to me as if the whole horizon 
had burft forth into a blaze, and mountains, ci- 
ties, and forefts, melted as they had been in a 
furnace. A howling blaft of wind ruflied o'er the 
agitated billows of the fea, the heaven, and the 
earth, 

DANIEL. 

That's indeed a living pifture of the day of 
judgment. 

FRANCIS. 

Pfliaw! Is is not abfurd honfenfe? There 
came forward ONE who had in his hand a brazen 
balance, which he held between eaft and weft, 
and faid — " Approach, ye children of the duft ; I 
weigh your thoughts/' 

DANIEL. 

God have mercy upon m^ ! 

FRANCIS. 

All ftood aghaft and pale as fnow, expeftation 
beat anxioufly in every breaft, when methought 
I heard a voice araidft the ftorm pronounce my 
name ; the marrow congealed within my bonej, 
and my teeth chattered with hqrror. 

DANIEL. 

Oh, God forgive you ' 

FRANCIS. 
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FRAKCIS. 

That he never can ! — Behold quickly there ap- 
^peared a venerable old man, bent down with for?- 
row, his arm gnawn through hunger ; all eyes 
turned away in difguft from the view of him — I 
knew him. He cut off one of his venerable filver 
locks, and threw it away from him — away ! At 
this moment I heard a voice found from the 
darkeft part of the rock—** Pardon ! pardpn to 
every finner on the earth and under the earth ! 
thou alone art rejefted !" — [a ^^<^/i^»/^.]— Well, 
why do you not laugh ? 

DANIEL. 

Can I laugh, when all my powers of fenfe fhud- 
der thus ? Dreams come from God. 

FRANCIS. 

Pfliaw ! pfliaw ! don't fay that ! Call me a 
fool, a child, an idiot ! Do fo, dear Daniel, I 
entreat you, but laugh at me ! 

DANIEL. 

Dreams come from God. I will pray for you.^ 

[ExiL 

FRANCIS. 

Vulgar fuperftition ! vulgar ftupidity !' It is 
not yet determined whether there be a future 
ftate, whether or not there be a fearching eye 
above the ftars. — Ah ! what ! Who infpired me 
with that thought ? — Is there an avenger on high? 

No, 
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No, no ! — Yes, yes ! frightfully they hifs around 

nie like ferpents : " There is one above the 

ftars who judgeth ?" — What ! to meet this great 

-^ avenger this very night ! No, do I fay ! — Mife- 

r 

table fubterfuge ! behind which thy cowardice 
would hide itfelf— Defert, and folitary, and ina- 
nimate is all above us — But Ihould there after all 
yet be a fomething ? — No, no, there is not ! I will 
have it fb, there is not !-^But if indeed there 
be ? — Woe to me if my aftions fliould be called 
over before the judge this very night ! — Why do 
I Ihudder thus ? — ^To die ! why does this word 
torment me ? To give an account to the judge 
who fits on high — and if he be juft — Ah ! if he be 
juft! 



m 



SCENE 11. 

Enter ^ Fo o t m a n, Aafii/y. 

FOOTMAN. 

Amelia has efcaped, and the Count has fud- 
denly difappeared* 



SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
Enter Daniel^ in great agitation. 

DANIEL. 

My gracious lord, a troop of liorfemen arc gal- 
loping up the path-way, crying Murder ! murder ! 
The whole village is in alarm. 

FRANCIS. 

Go ; let all the bells be chimed; let all to church ; 
let all fall upon their knees to pray for me. All 
prifoners (hall be liberated. I will reftore to the 
poor double and threefold; I will— Go then — Call 
the confeflTor, that he may abfolve meof myfins.- 
Art thou not yet gone? — [The tumult increafes.'\ 

DANIEL. 

God forgive me my fins ! What am I to make 
of all this ? You have heretofore conftantly 
fcorned the very thought of prayer, you have of- 
ten faid to me— 

FRANCIS. 

No more of that — To die! , Seeft thou? To 
die ! It is too late — [Schweizer is heardjliout^ 
/«f .] — Pray, then, pray ! 

DANIEL. 
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DANIEL. 

I alw^iys told you, you defpifed prayer top 
much ; but take heed ! take heed ! when trou* 
ble comes upon usr— when the foul is overwhelm- 
ed within us-^— • 

scHWEiZER [fFithout.] 

Storm ! kill ! break in ! I fee light ; h^ rauft 
be there. 

FRANCIS. 

[U/ion his knees.'] 
, Hear my prayersi, God in Heaven ! It is the 
firft time. God in Heaven, hear me ! 

SCHWEIZER. [Still without.'] 
Beat them down, comrades 1 it is the devil 
from hell, and will feize your matter. — Where is 
the demon with all his party ? — Surround the caf- ' 
jtle. Grim ! fcale the rampart ! 

GRIM. 

Bring fire-brands,-r- We'll up, whilft you watch 
his coming down. — Let us fet his apartments in 
flames ! 

FRANCIS. 

I have been no common murderer, my God ! 
I have not committed petty crimes, gracious 
God! 

PAl^IEL. 

God have mercy upon us ! His very prayers 
become fins — [ They throw ftones and fire-brands. 
The windows are brok§n^ 

FRANC;[S. 
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FRANCIS. 

I cannot pray,— Here, here ! — [Beating his breqfi 
and forehead?^ — All my hopes are blafted : all is 
loft — \RiJes?^ — I will pray no more. 

DANIEL. ' 

Jefus Maria ! Help — fave — the whole caftle 
is in flames ! 

FRANCIS. 

Here, take this fword ^ plunge it into my body, 
that thefe villains may not treat me with fcorn 
and derifion — [The Jire increafes^ 

DANIEL. 

Hold ! hold ! 1 will fend no one before his time 
to heaven, far lefs to [He runs offj] 



SCENE IV. 

\¥kA'SCI^ follows him with a ghafily grin : after a 

paufe,] 

• FRANCIS. 

To hell thou wouldft have faid ! — Alas ! I per- 
ceive foraething like it. — Are thefe the cries of 
hell? . Do I hear you, ye hiffing ferpents of hell? 
Hark ! they are preffing up the ftairs — they are 
furrounding the door. Why do I tremble thus 

before 
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before this pointed fword ? — ^Ha ! the door falte 
in — ^burfts <?pen — -inevitable — [He leaps into the 
fiames. Tkipa^fuing robbers frefs ti/ion im.} 



SCENE ¥• 
Scene the fame as at the end of the Fourth AB. 

\The old Count 'MooKjittingupon ajlone, Charles 
Moor oppo^te to him — Robbers difperfedin ths 
wood.l 

MOOR, 

Was lie dear to you ? Your other fon ? 

OLD MOOR. 

Thou knoweft it, heaven ! — Ah ! why did I 
fufFer myfelf to be deceived by the cunning of an 
abandoned fon ? I was envied by every father. 
My children bloomed around me full of hope ; 
but — Oh the unhappy hoirr ! the evil demon en- 
tered into the heart of my fecond fon — I confided 
in the ferpent — I loft both my children \ — [Cofuers 
his face — Charles Moor goes to fome diftance from 
him.] 

OLD MOOR. 

Oh ! deeply do I feel the words of Amelia; 
the fpirit of vengeance fpoke by her lips : " In 

4 vain 
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vain wilt thoU ftretch out thy dying hands to em-' 
brace thy fon^ in vain wilt thou.h^e to grafp 
the warm hand of thy Charles ; he will never 
more ftand before thee.''— [CAar/es Moor Jlr etches 
out his hand to him^ his faU turned away.^ — • 
Oh that it were the hand of my Charles! — ■- 
But he lies buried in a diftant country, he fleeps 
the fleep of death ! No more will he hear the 
Voice of my complaining ! Oh how miferable to 
die in the arms of a ftranger — without a fon--- 
without d fon to clofe my eyes I 

MOOR- 

[/« the greatejl agitation,'] 
It muft be fo— now^ — leave me-— [/d the flob- 
^^j]- and yet — Am I able to give him back his 
fon ? I cannot give him back his fon— —No, I 
will not do it. 

OLI) MOOR* - 

How, friend ! Didft thou fiot jtiurmuc fome- 
thing tothyfelf? 

MOOR. 

Your fon— yes, old man irr-'lStamm^ingY^yovx 
fon — is — ioftforeyer. „ . r - , . 

OLD MOOR; . 

For ever ! 

MOOR. 

[In dreadful agpnyi] 
' 0\i\ for this time only— Let not my foul fail 
me. Support me but this once. 

OLD 



t 
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OLD MOOR* 

For ever, fayed thou ? 

MOOR. 

Afk ho more. I faid for ever. 

OLD MOOR. 

Stranger ! ftranger ! Why didft thou take me 
from my dungeon ? 

MOOR. 

What !—[^^/e.]— Could I now but Ileal his 
bleffing— fteal it like a thief, and efcape with the 
heavenly booty — \Falls down before kim.l — I have 
burft the bars of your dungeon — Embrace me, 
divine old man ! 

OLD, MOOR. 

[Prejfes him agait^ his heart.] 
Oh, would it were a father's kifs ! I will think 
I falute my Charles ! — Canft thou weep too ? 

MOOR. 

[Extremely agitated.'] 
I thought it was a father*s kifs — [Falls on his 
neck. A paufe. They hear a confufed noife^ and 
perceive the light of torches. Charles Moor fprings 
up.] — Hark < vengeance calls ! they come ! — [He 
iooh earnejlly on the old man, then cafls his eyes up* 
ward.] — Infpire me with all the tiger's rage, thou 
fuffering lamb ; I will bring thee a facrifice that 
{hall darken the glittering ftars above, and be- 
numb all nature with a death-like horror— [ Torches 

appear-^ 
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appear — the tumult approaches— repeated piftol Jfiotf 
are heard S\ 

OLD MOOR* 

Alas ! Oh, heavens ! what is that iQexpref- 
fible noife ?-^Does it proceed from the hire- 
lings of my fon Francis ? Will they drag me 
from the dungeon to the fcaffoM ? 

MOOR. 

\In a pqfture of prayer with great fervency .^ 
Hear the prayer of an incendiary, thou aven^ 
ger in Heaven \ Let him be immortal. Let him 
not perifh under the firft ftroke. Let every drop 
of blood that flows from his heart be neftar to 
me — every wound of my fword a fource of de- 
light!" 

OL0 MOOR. 

Alas! what doft thou mutter, ftranger? Tis 

horrible ! *tis horrible ! 

MOOR. 

I am praying — [A noife as of the Robbers approach- 

OLD MOOR. 

Oh ! - remember my Francis in your prayers — 

MOOR. 

' \fVith fupprejfed rage.'\ 
I do remember him. 

OLD MOOR. 

But is that the tone of prayer ? Ceafe, ceafe I 
I (hudder at your piety. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

I 

[Enter Schweizer witi a party of the Robbers ; 
Francis Moor in chains in the midft of them ^ 

SCHWEIZER. 

Triumph, captain! — Here is the villain — I have 
kept my word. 

GRIMM. 

We dragged him from the flames of his caftle, 
and routed his vaflals. 

KOSINSKY. 

His caftle is in flamea behind him — ^the me 
mory of his name is no more — \A difmal panfe 
upon thejlage. Charles Moor comes flowly forward.^ 

MOOR. 

[ To Francis^ in a hollow voice. ^ 
Doft thou know me? — [Francis Jlands with his 
eyes fixed on the ^ound^ and fnakes no anfwer.'] 

MOOR. 

[Leads him to his father^ 
Doft thou know this man r 

N FRANCIS. 
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FRANCIS MOOR. 

[Staggers back thtinderftruck. 
God of Heaven ! crulh me ! — My father ! 

OLD MOOR. 

[Turns away Jlmddering.^ 
Go, God forgive thee! I forget it. 

MOOR, 

[IVitkJiernfeverity,'] 
May my curfe hang heavy on thy prayer, and 
clog its flight to the Almighty ! — Doft thou know 
this tower too ? 

FRANCIS MOOR. 

[Fiercely to Herman.^ 
What ! monfter! Did thy fpite againft my 
family purfue my father to this tower ? 

HERMAN. 

Bravo ! bravo ! what devil is fo abandoned as 
to defert his valTal at the laft extremity ! 

MOOR. 

Enough. Condu£l this old man deeper into 
the wood. I .want not a father's tears to excite 
me to what I am now about to do — [They lead the 
Old Count Moor^ wJw is in ajlate of infenfibility y off the 
Jlage.'] — Come nearer, banditti! — [They form a 
half circle^ and lean Jfiuddering on their arms] — It is 
well. Let not a word be uttered — may I hope 
for forgivenefs, the man that moves his lips be- 
fore I command, fliall receive the contents of this 
piftol Silence ! 

FRANCIS 
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FRANCIS MOOR. 

ITo Hermafty in a tranfport of rage!\ 
Ha ! villain ! Oh that I could fpit poifon upon 
thee! This is indeed bitter! — [fVeeJiing with 
ragCy and biting his chains^ 

MOOR. 

[With great dignity.'] 
Here I (land an accomplifher of the judg- 
ments of God. I have to try a caufe of which 
no earthly judge can take cognizance. Sinners 
fit upon the judgnient-feat, and I, the greateft 
among them.- — Caft lots with your daggers : he 
that in comparifon with this man is not pure 
as a faint, let him quit the ground, and break 
his dagger as a token ! — Throw down your dag- 
gers ! — [ The Robbers all throw down their daggers 
unbroken^ 7b Francis.] — Be proud I thou haft 
this day made angels of criminals ! — Still is one 
dagger miffing — [He draws his own. A grand 
p^/j/^.]— His mother was mine — [To Kojinjky and 
Schweizer.] — Be you the judge I — [He breaks his 
dagger, and fteps ajide much agitated.] 

scHWEiZER. [After afiaufe.] 
Why do we ftand here like fchool-boys, and 
rack our brains for inventions ? So rich is life in 
variety of pleafures, and death fo poor in tortures ! 
[Stamping on the ground.] — -Do thou fpeak ! I am 
puzzled. 

N 2 KOSINSKY. 



180 TQE ROBBERS.; 

KOSINSKY. 

Think on that hoary-head ! — Look but at that 
towQr^ and be animated. I am but a {cholar — 
Shame on thee, mafter ! 

,SCHWEIZER. 

Though I am grown grey in fcenes of horror, I 
fhall be as poor as a beggar in this. — Did he not 
commit the crime in this tower? Do we not 
pronounce fentence upon deeds done in this 
. tower? — Down with him! In this dungeon let 
him rot alive! 

THE ROBBERS. \lFiih OHC voicei\ 
Down! down with him!— [TX^ ru^ upof^ 
Franeis.l 

FRANCIS MOOR. 

. [Springing into his brother's arms,] 
Save me from the claws of thefe mtfrderers ! 
Save me, brother ! 

MOOR. \Xcry ferioujly .^ 
It is you that have made me their leisider ! — 
[Francis Jiaggers back terrified.] — Will you ftiU in- 
treat me ? 

THE ROBBERS. 

[ The tnmult increafes . ] 
Down ! down ! 

MOOR. 

[Approaches him with dignity ^ ^^^g^irf^ 
Son of my father! thou haft bereft me of hea- 
ven. May this fm be removed from thy head. — 

As 
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As a'fon, the torments'of hell await thee ! — I for- 
give thee, brother ! — [Hf embraces hiniy and hajiens 
from thejiage. Francis is thrown down into the dun- 
geon^ amidji the loud exultations of the Robbers.] 

MOOR. 

\^Returns in deep thought^ 
It is accompliflied ! I thank ihee. Ruler of all 
things! it is accompli{hed ! — [Deeply meditating.] 

15 THIS TOWER THE GOAL TO WHICH THOU 
HAST LED ME THROUGH WAYS FULL OF BLOOD? 
AM T BECOME THE CHIEF OF SINNERS? Eter- 
nal Providence ! here I (hudder — and adore ! In 
thee I truft ; and having gone thus far, I now de- 
fift. The warrior falls with the greateft glory in 
the midft of viftory — On this calm evening will t 
perifli ! Bring my father to me ! — [Some of the 
Robbers bring the old Count.] 

OLD MOOR, 

Whither do you lead me ? Where is my foa 
Francis? 

MOOR. 

[fVith dignified comjiofurej] 
Planets and grains of fand have their allotted 
places in the creation— your fon has his. Be ftill ; 
fit down. 

OLD MOOR. 

[Burjls into tears.] 
JIave I then no child ! no child left 1 

MOOR. 
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*MOOR . 



Be ftill ; fit down. . 

OLD MOOR. 

Oh barbarous kindnefs ! thus to drag a dymg^ 
old man from the dungeon — to greet him with 
thefe words : " Thy children are butchered I" I 
befeech you, complete your mercy, and thruftme 
again into my cell. 

MOOR. 

[^Seizes his hand with warmth^ and raifes it towards 

Heaven.^ 
Blafpheme not, old man ! blafpheme not God, 
before whom I now pray with increafed confi- 
dence. To-day the greateft criminals have ap- 
proached the throne of mercy. 

OLD MOOR. [Sternly.'] 
And have learned to aflaffinate ! 

MOOR. [Angrily.^ 

Grey-beard ! no more — [More mildly^ and with 

forrow!] — When God himfelf reclaims finners, 

fliould faints reje£i them ? And where would 

you find words with which you might addrefs 

him, if this day he fhould baptize for thee a 

SON ? 

old MOOR. 

[With a tone of anguijh^ 
Do you then baptize this day with blood? 

MOOR. [Murmuring,'] 
How fay ft thou ? Does defpair fpeak the truth? 
Yes, old man, with blood can Providence bap- 
tize 
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tize — ^with blood has he this day baptized you a 
fon. His ways are ftrange and awful, but they 
lead to tears of joy. 

OLD MOOR. 

Where (hall I weep them ? 

MOOR, 

[ Throwing himfelf into his arms!] 
On the bofom of thy Charles ! 

OLD MOOR. [/« extafy.'] 
My Charles lives ! 

MOOR, 

Your Charles lives ! commiffioned to be your 
faviour, your avenger! — [Pointing towards the 
tower.'] — ^Thus has your favourite fon rewarded 
you — it is thus — [Hejirejfes him more clofely to his 
breaji.] — Your loft fon avenges himfelf! 

THE ROBBERS. 

There are people in the wood, — Hark ! Do 
you not hear their voices ? 

MOOR. [Starts up.] 

Call the reft of the h^nA-^[Exeunt robbers. 
Charles Moor to himfelf.] — It is time, my foul — 
Away with the cup of pleafure, ere it poifons. 

OLD MOOR. 

Are thefe men your friends ? their very looks 
terrify me ! 

MOOR. 

All, my father ! — Alk me not that queftion. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

[Enter Amelia with dijhevelled hair*y the whole 
band follow her^ and range themfelves in the hack 
ground^ 

AMELIA. 

The dead, they fay, arife at his fummons — ^My 
uncle lives — from this tower. — Charles! uncle.! 
where (hall I find you ? 

MOOR. 

\ Shuddering hack Jl 
Who brings that pifture before my eyes? 

OLD MOOR. 

[Rifes trembling.^ 
Amelia! my niece! Amelia! 

AMELIA. 

[Rujhes into the arms of the Old Count.'] 
Thee again, my father — and my Charles — my 
all! . ' 

OL0 MOOR. 

My Charles alive — Thou — I — all alive! all! 
my Charles lives ! 

MOOR. 

[ To the hand with vehemence^ 
Brothers J away ! The devil has betrayed me ! 

AMELIA* 
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AMELIA. 

\Sprmgsfrom the old County and rujhes into the arms 

of Charles Moor.^ 
I hold him ! Oh Heavens ! I hold him ! 

MOOR. 

Tear her from my neck ! — Murder her ! mur- 
der him ! me < you ! all ! Let the whole world 
perifli ! 

•4 

AMELIA. 

My beloved ! my beloved ! Thou art mad !— 
Ha ! he is in ecftafy — in the midft of happinefs ! 
Why am I thus infenfible ? Why in the midft of 
blifs unutterable am I thus unmoved ? 

OLD MOOR. 

Come, my children ! Thy hand, Charles — 
Thine, Amelia. I never hoped for fuch happi* 
nefs on this fide the grave ! I will unite them for 
ever. 

AMELIA. - 

For ever his 1 for ever ! for ever ! mine for 
ever ! Oh ye powers of Heaven ! Free me 
from this deftroying ecftafy — I ftiall perifli beneath 
its weight ! 

MOOR. 

[ Tearing himfelffrom Jmelia,'] 
Av^^ay! away! unhappieft of brides ! — Behold 
thyfelf! examine thyfelf! — Hear! — Moft wretched 
of fathers ! I muft fly from you for ever. 

AMELIA. 
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AM£I«IA. 

Where ! what ! Oh, my love ! an eternal^ 
never-ending blifs awaits us, and thou flieft ! 

OLD MOOR. 

Can my fon forfake us ? my fon forfalce us ! 

MOOR. 

Tis too late! 'tis in vain!— Your curfe, fa- 
ther ! — Afk me no niore queftions — yoiir pre- 
meditated curfe ! — {firmly.l — Perifli then, my 
Amelia ! perifli my father a fecond time by my 
^land! Thefe your deliverers are robbers and 
murderers ! you fon is — their captain ! 

OLD MOOR. 

Oh God ! my children ! — [He dies.'] 

AMELIA. 

[ Thunderjlruck. The whole band preferve a dread- 
ful Jtle nee.] 
MOOR. [/« defpair.] 
The fouls of thofe whom I have murdered in 
the bed of love — thofe whom I have mafiacred in 

their fweet flumber — thofe Ha, ha, ha ! Do 

you hear the powder-magazine burft over the ha- 
bitations of women in labour ? Do you fee the 
flames furround the cradles of infants ? There 
is my bridal-torch ! there my nuptial fong ! Oh ! 
he forgets not — ^he knows how to admonifli ! 
Away, then — away from me delights of love I 
Love is to me — a punifliment ! it is retribution! 

AMELIA. 
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AMELIA. 

[Recovering from her qftonijhment !\ 
It is true ! thou ruler of Heaven ! He fays 
true ! What have I done, I was innocent and 
pure — I have loved this man ! 

MOOR. 

This is more than a man can bear. I have 
heard the found of death from more than ten 
thousand mufquets, and never flinched, and {hall 
I now learn to tremble like a woman? tremble 
before a woman ? — No ! a woman ftiall never 
fliake my courage — Blood ! blood ! This tender- 
nefs will pafs away. I muft drink blood — ^and 
then bid defiance to the tyrant Deftiny — {He is 
going.'] 

AMELIA. 

[Falls into his arms.] 
Murdere ! Devil ! I cannot leave thee 5 my 
angel ! 

MOOR. 

[Stands ajoni/hed.] 
Am I in a dream ? Do I rave ? Has hell in- 
vented new artifices to play its game upon me ? 
She embraces the neck of a murderer and an in- 
cendiary ! 

AMELIA. 

For ever — infeparable' ! 

MOOR 
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MOOR. 

Still fhe loves me ! ftill ! — ^I am pure as light ! 
She loves me with all my fins ! — [Melting in tranf- 
p«-/.]— The children of light weep over par* 
doned fmners — Here let^the ferpents of the furies 
die — Hell has loft its terrors — I am again hap- 
py ! — [Hides his face in her hofom — all appear greatly 
mQived'--a paufe.l^ 

GRIMM. 

[Coming forward in a rage.^ 
Stop, traitor! let go that arm, oT I will fpeai; 
a word to you that {hall make your ears ring and 
appal thy very foul ! 

SCHWEIZER. 

[Stretches hisfword between both. 2 
Think on the Bohemian forefts ! Doft thou 
hear? Doft thou fliudder ? Thou (halt think on 

the Bohemian forefts. Perfidious wretch !— where 
are thy baths ? Doft thou fo eafily forget our 
wounds, while we facrificed for you — happi- 
nefs, honour, and life ! — whilft we flood like 
pillars. Didft thou tiot then ftretch out thy 
hand, and fwear a facred oath ? Didft thou not 
fwear never to abandon us, if we never abandon- 
ed thee ? Bafe ! perfidious wretch ! and wilt 
thou turn apoftate, becaufe a woman weeps? 

THE ROBBERS. 

[Ojiening their breajls.'] 
Look here ! look ! . Doft thou know thefc 
wounds ? with our own heart-blood we have 

bought 
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bought thee as our flave — Thou art ours, though 
the Archangel Michael fhould fight with Moloch 
for you ! Along with us ! facrifice for facrificel 
love for faith I a woman for the band ! 

MOOR. 

[Loofes hhnf elf from Amelia^] 
It IS over. I would return and go . to my fa- 
ther, but Heaven fays. No! — Do not roll thy eyes 
fo, Amelia I — ^he does not want me. Has he not 
creatures enough ? Can he mifs one fo eafily ? 
That one am I. — Come, comrades. — [He turns to^ 
wards the band.'] 

AMELIA. 

[Pulling Itim hack.'] 
Stop! flop I one blow! one deadly blow! 
[Again chandomd /] — Draw thy fword, and have 
pity. 

MOOR. 

Pity is fled to the beads of the foreft. I will 
not kill thee. 

AMELIA. 

[Embracing his knees.] 
Oh, for God's ! for mercy's fake ! I will think 

no more of love — I know we are curft by fate — 
Death is now my only requeft. — See ! my hand 
fliakes. I have no courage to give the blow. I 
am afraid of the glittering blade. For thee it is 
fo eafy, inured as thou art to death. Draw thy 
fwordi and I am happy. 

MOOR. 
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MOOR. [Firm/y.'] 
Wouldft thou be Bappy alone ?— Away ! I can* 

» 

not kill a woman. 

AM£LIA» 

Ha ! affaflin ! Thou canft only flay the happy, 
whilft thou granteft life to thofe that are wea- 
ried of it — [Imp/ores the band^ — ^Then do ye take 
pity upon me, ye difciples of flaughter. There is 
a blood-thirfty compafEon in your very looks that 
is a confolation to the wretched. Difpatch ! — 
Your matter is a cowardly boafter — {Some of the 
Robbers prefent their pieces at her.l^ 

MOOR. \FuriouJlyi\ 
Back^ monfters I — [Hejieps between them!] — -Let 
no one venture to violate my fanSuary ! She is 
mine — [Raifes her in his armsJ] — And now let hea- 
ven and hell combine their powers to force her 
from my arms — ^love prevails over oaths — [He lifts 
her from the groundy and fhows her to the whole band 
withfome degree of compofure.] — What nature luiites 
who dares to feparate ? 

THE ROBBERS. 

[Prefenting their pieces,] 
We. 

MOOR. 

\fVith a contemptuous fmile.] 
Feeble .wretches! — [He paces Amelia^ who is 
almofl lifelefsy upon the ground.] — Look up, my be- 
trothed ! the benediftion of a prieft will never 

unite 
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unite us — But I know what's better — [Takes off 
Amelia's handkerchief y andexpofes her neck-, then /peaks 
to the band in a milder voice.'] — Gaze upon this beau- 
ty, villains ! — [Tenderly and forrowfully !] — Does 
it not melt you, ye banditti ? — [After a paufe, with 
increaftng tendernefs .']— hook at me, villains — I am 
young, arid 1 love — Here am I beloved — adored. 
I have reached the gate of paradife — [In a foft 
and fupplicating voice.] — Shall my brethren tear me 
back? — [The Robbers laugh aloud. Moor con- 
tinues withfirmnefs.] — Sufficient ! Thus far nature ! 
Now begins the man !— *I, too, am one of you, 
ye murderers, and — [with dignity] — your captain! 
Is it with the fword you demand right from your 
captain, ye banditti ? — [with a commanding voice.] 
—Down with your arms ! Your mafter fpeaks to 
you. 

[ The Robbers throw their arms to the ground terri- 
fied.] 

MOOR. 

Behold ! now you are no more than infants, and 
'I — am free. Moor muft be free, if he will be 
great. This triumph is worth an elyfium of love. 
[He draws his fword.] — Do not call that madnefs 
which you have not the foul to call greatnefs. — 
The feelings of defpair foar above the groveling 
diftates of tranquil wifdom. On deeds fuch as 
thefe, we paufe and confider before we commit 
them. I will fpeak of it afterwards — [He rufhes 
5 towards 
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towards Amelia^ and plunges his fword into her 
ireafij] 

THE ROBBERS. 

/ 

[Clapping their hands fwrioujly.l 
Bravo ! bravo I That is refcuing his honour like 

■ » 

a Prince of Robbers ! — Bravo ! 

MOOR. 

[^Remains before Amelia, and guards her with his 

drawn fword.\ 

Now flie is mine ! — mine ! — or eternity is the 
caprice of a fool. Married with the fword, I 
have led home my bride in fpite of the oppofition * 
of my enemy — \Walks proudly from her J] — Many a 
revohition ihall the earth make round the fun, 

before he ihall behold a fecond deed like this 

[^Tenderly to -^^/w.]— This death from the hands 
of thy beloved— thy betrothed — was it not fweet, 
my Amelia ? 

AMELIA. [Pying^ ^ 

O moft fweet \—[Shefiretches out her hand, and 
dies.] % 

MOOR. [To the band.] 

Now, ye miferable felons ! did your villanbus 
demands ever foar thus high ? A life you have 
Sacrificed for me — a life which was already worth- 
lefs — -a life full of difgrace and infamy. I have 
butchered for you an angel — [Throws his fword 
among them with contempt^ — Banditti ! we have 
done with each other. This corpfe difTolves my 
4 agree- 
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agreement with you, and I releafe you from your 
part of the contraft. 

THE ROBBERS. 

. * [Preffing round him.'] 

Thy flaves till death. 

MOOR. 

No, no, no! we have done. " My genius 
whifpers foftly — " Go no further, Moor — here 
muft be thy boundary : thus far could nature go : 
— ^here her career is ftopt." — Take back this 
bloody cockade — {He throws his cockade upon the 
ground ] — ^He that wiflies to be captain after me, 
' let him take it up. 

THE ROBBERS. 

Oh, how cowardly ! Where are all your high- 
towering plans ? They were only bubbles, burft 
by the dying ftruggles of a woman. 

MOOR. \JVith dignity?)^ 

Inquire not into my defigns; this is my left 
command. — Conie ! form a circle around me, and 
attend to the will of your dying captain — [He fur* 
veys the band attentively^ — ^You have all been 
faithful to me— -faithful beyond example. If 
virtue had bound you thus together inftead of ini- 
quity, you had been heroes, and men would have 
fpokcn of you with exultation. . Go, and dedicate 
your fervices to the ftate. Serve a king who fights 
for the rights of mankind : with this blefling I 
difmifs you — [To Schwei%er and Kojinjky.'] — Do 

O you 
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you Aay-r^[Exeuttt the other robbers Jliwly and 
withfigns of emotion?^ 
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SCENE VIII. 



Moor, Schweizer, Kosinsky.] 

MOOR. 

Give me your right hand, Kofin(ky, and you,. 
Schweizer, your left — [He takes their hands, ai}d 
goes between them — To kosinsky,] — Young man, 
thou art ftill uncorrupted, guiltlefs alone among 
the guilty.— [Tt? schweizer.} — Deeply have I 
bathed this hand in blood — ^I have done it — With 
this grafp I take back what belongs to me. — 
Schweizer, you are pure^ — [He lifts tip. their hands 
with earnefinefs towards heaven.'] — Father of hea- 
vqn ! Here I give them back to thee— they will 
cling to thee more firmly than if they had never 
fallen — I am affured of this — [Schweizer and Roller 
fall upon each other's neck,] — Not yet, not yet, my 
beloved friends. I^pare my courage m this aveng- 
ing hour ! The title of Count, with an inheri- 
tance, has this day fallen to my lot — a treafure on 
which no curfe has yet fallen. Divide it between 
you, my children: become good citizens; and 
if for ten, whom I have deftroyed, you make but 

one 
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one happy, my foul will be faved. — Go, now, 
farewell ! we fliall meet again in another world — 
perhaps not. — Begone ! quick ! before my cou- 
rage fails me. 

[Exeunt both with their faces covered. 



SCENE IX. 



M90R. 
[Alom'-*-very ta/m.^ 
Atid I too am a good citizeii. What law is fo 
terrible as tliat which 1 have obeyed? Whal^ 
rengeance or atonement of oflfen-ce can be like to 
mine ? Be my fate fulfilled ! I remember, that 
on my road hither, I fpoke to a poor man who 
worked for his daily fufteharice, and ha'd elevert 
naked and uneducated children. — A thoufand du-^ 
cats have been oflTered to whoever fhall deliver up 
alive the Robber Moor. This pcfor man fhall 
have it. 



THE END. 
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